











We caught September sunshine 
to brighten winter meals 


Day after day the tomato pickers move slowly along the lusciously laden rows. Day and 


night the basket-burdened trucks roll up to Heinz receiving platforms at Leamington, 
centre of the sunniest garden area in all of Canada. During tomato-time the fresh, sweet 
aroma of the new pack of ketchup, wafted from the great windows of Heinz kitchens, 
causes passers-by to stop and sniff and then hurry home to eat. 

That appetite-sharpening aroma and the taste that goes with it can be recaptured in 
mid-winter whenever you open any of Heinz Tomato Products. The red-ripe goodness of 
Heinz pedigreed tomatoes, picked and packed in sunny September, lasts the year round. 

Heinz Tomato Juice as a cocktail, Heinz Cream of Tomato Soup as a steaming first 
course, and Heinz Ketchup and Chili Sauce to liven the flavour of main dishes... these are 


four indispensable aids to brighter, heartier, more nourishing meals. 


There’s ‘‘red magic” in everything Heinz makes from those lush Leamington tomatoes, 


by R 


York Wilson, A.R.C.A. P O.S.A 
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PRODUCTS 





Chatelaine, January, 1949 — 1 


AS A DEMONSTRATION OF THE ADVANTAGES OF BELONGING TO THE BOOK-OF-THE-MONTH CLUB 





¢«. if you join now and buy as few as four selections a year 


100 PRINTS w%ZZ 


OF THE WorLD’s GREAT PAINTINGS 


Including 25 of the famous masterpieces rescued from Germany NOW BEING 





Like Having an Art Museum 
in Your Home 


—and with the informative descrip- 
tions about the painter and his work 
that come with each reproduction, it 
is like being conducted through that 
Museum, whenever you feel the urge, 
by someone who can point out the 
beauties and the significance of the 
great paintings of the world. The most 
treasured examples of Art are included. 


IF BOUGHT SEPARATELY THEY WOULD 
COST AS MUCH AS $25.00 


ALL SUITABLE FOR FRAMING 


SOME OF THE GREAT PAINTERS 
REPRESENTED: 


Rembrandt « Raphael + Goya 
Brueghel ¢« Vermeer « El Greco 
Botticelli « Holbein « Cezanne 
Renoir « Gauguin « Corot 
Picasso *« Rouault « Van Gogh 
Daumier « Degas « Matisse 





AND MANY, MANY OTHERS 








HOW THIS OFFER CAN BE MADE: For 
many years, the Book-of-the-Month Club 
NEWS has included in every issue a reproduc- 
tion in full color of a world-famous painting. 
Hundreds of high schools and colleges have 
come to use these beautiful reproductions 
in their art classes, and many thousands of 
people over the country, we find, have been 





Photo by 
hulian Bachrach 


S a member of the Book-of-the-Month Club 

you pay only for the particular books you decide 

to take. You may take as few as four selections in 
any twelve-month period, 

You receive a careful pre-publication report 
about each selection. If you decide you want it, 
you need do nothing; it will come to you on a 
regular shipping date. If you don’t want it, you 
may either specify any other book you want, or 
simply write, “Send me nothing next month.” 
the Book-of-the-Month 
set by the publisher in 
Notice, in the coupon, 


The amount you pay for 
is the regular retail price 
each case, frequently less. 


Begin Your Membership With This Historic Book 
CRUSADE IN EUROPE sy cenerat pwicut D. EISENHOWER 


—or you may begin with one of the other good books listed in the coupon 














collecting them. Over the years the highly 
expensive full-color plates, necessary for such 
fine reproduction, have accumulated one by 


one and—with the recent addition of many of 
the famous German-owned masterpieces now 
being exhibited—by printing them all together 
in one large edition, this extraordinary gift 
to new members has been made _ possible. 


PRICE TO 
CLUB MEMBERS 


$375 


(Retail Price 


that the members’ price is substantially lower in 
three out of six cases. (A small charge is added 
to cover postage and other mailing expenses.) 
Yet with every second Book-of-the-Month you take, 
you receive—free—one of the Club’s book-dividends. 
These are beautiful library volumes, sometimes 
two-or-three volume sets. 





Since the books you take from the Club are only 
those you would buy anyway, the saving is extraor- 
dinary. We suggest you try it for a short time, and 
see how it works. You may begin your subscrip- 
tion by ordering any book listed in the coupon 
at the right. 
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NOTE TO PRESENT MEMBERS: If you would like to 
have The Portfolio of 100 Full Color Masterpieces under 
the Club's book-dividend system, write for information 
as to how to obtain it 


PEO OOF OF POO OFS POOP OOOO FOO? 


BOOK-OF-THE-MONTH CLUB, Inc. 
385 Madison Avenue, New York 17. N. Y. 

Please enroll me as a member of the Book-of-the-Month Club.* I am 
to receive, free, THE PORTFOLIO OF 100 FULL COLOR MASTERPIECES with the 
purchase of my first book indicated below, and thereafter for every two 
monthly selections—or Special Members’ Editions—I purchase from the Club 
I am to receive, free, the current book-dividend then being distributed. I 
agree to purchase at least four monthly selections—or Special Members’ 
Editions—trom the Club each full year I am a member, and I may cancel 
my subscripuion any time after buying tour such books from the Club. 


C621 


AS MY FIRST PURCHASE PLEASE SEND ME: 


CRUSADE IN EUROPE THE GATHERING STORM 
by General Eisenhower by Winston Churchill 
Price (to members only) $3.75 Price (to members only) $4.50 
CATALINA 


THE RUNNING OF THE TIDE 
by Esther Forbes 


Price (to members only) $3.50 


by W. Somerset Maugham ($2.50) 


TOMORROW WILL BE BETTER 
by Betty Smith 

Author of a TREE GROWS 

IN BROOKLYN ($3.60) 


INSIDE U.S.A 


by John Gunther ($5.00) 


Name 


Please Print Plainly) 


Address. 


Provinee 


Canadian members, witho 


igh Book-of-the-Month Club 
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*Trade Mark ¢? Book-of-the-Month Club. lag 
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4i 
I never 
saw your hair 


F YOU WANT OTHERS to admire your 

hair... if you want to keep it looking 

its healthy best... be on guard against 

dandruff which can so quickly play 
hob with it. 


Simply make Listerine Antiseptic and 
massage a part of regular hair-washing 
routine as countless fastidious women 
do (men, too). It’s simple, delightful, 
efficient. 

Dandruff is often easy to catch, hard to 
yét rid of. You can pick it up from seat 
ee in cars and buses, or in trying ona 
hat,.or from a borrowed comb. Its early 
symptoms—flakes and scales—are a 
warning not to be ignored. You see, 
dandruff is usually accompanied by the 
“bottle bacillus’ (P. ovale). 

Listerine Antiseptic kills millions of 
gerins associated with dandruff, including 
Pityrosporum ovale, That’s why it’s such 
a wonderful precaution against dandrutt 

. why you should make it a part of 
your regular hair-washing—no matter 
what kind of shampoo you use, 





TREATMENT 











“Women: Part 
—ger hair, all over the 
4 scalp, and apply 

Listerine Antiseptic 
with finger-tips or cotton. Rub in well. 
Carefully done, it can't hurt your 
wave. Men: Douse full-strength 
Listerine Antiseptic on the scalp. Follow 
with good, vigorous massage. Listerine 
Antiseptic is the same antiseptic that 
has been famous in the field of oral 
hygiene for over 60 years. 











Even when dandruff has a head start, 
twice-a-day use of Listerine Antiseptic 
is wonderfully helpful. Flakes and scales 
begin to disappear, itching is alleviated, 
and your scalp feels marvelously clean 
from that antiseptic action. In clinical 
tests, twice-a-day use brought marked 
improvement in dandruff symptoms 
within a month to 76% of dandruff 
sutterers., 


LAMBERT PHARMACALCO. (Canada) Ltd. 
Toronto, Ontario 


LISTERINE ANTISEPTIC for DANDRUFF 


P. $. Have you tried the new Listerine Tooth Paste, the Minty 3-way Prescription for your Teeth? 


Made in Canada 











JOU KNOW, there is an awful lot of nonsense talked and written 

/ about the gal who makes her living working in an office: to 

wit, the “Career Girl.”’ Some of itis swallowable, and some of 

it | beg to take exception to. The particular “‘ ’Tain’t So” 

I’m excepting at the moment is the picture too often drawn of the 
C. G. as a man-eater. 

Yes, aman-eater! I can see her now, stalking through the jungles 

her fingernails dyed red, her 





of, let’s say, downtown Vancouver 
neat pin-striped suit belted around her, her smart hat pulled low on 
her glossy mane of well-brushed hair—trying to capture any or all 
men, but mostly the ones who have already been captured! 

Now, I’m not here to defend predatory females. I do realize 
there are those of that nature among us’ns who work for a living. 
But there are also females who track down males among wives, too! 
Well, aren’t there? And so, if the Ladies of the Home will allow, 
I'd like to come right out and say it. Honestly, girls, we don’t 
want your men! 

What brought this to a head? The other evening I ‘“‘was to a 
doin’s.”” It was a party given by a dearly beloved married friend of 
mine. The girls were gathered in the powder room, fussing up. 
The conversation turned inevitably to friend husband, and then to 
friend husband’s work. And here we ran into a snag. 

“Humph!” said Jean. “I just wish you could see what John has 
hired for a secretary. She’s as smooth as paint, and all got up like 
something out of a fashion magazine . . . tailored suit, handmade 
white blouse, $2 nylons, and, my dears, the very latest thing in 
hair-dos, or I miss my guess! She just thinks she’s somebody. | 
dropped in the other day to get one of the girls in the office to run 
some errands for me, and when this queen drifted in . . . Well, 
was | burned up! And you should have heard her talk to John. 
“Yes, Mr. Blank. “Oh, certainly, Mr. Blank.”? ‘That long- 
distance call came through, Mr. Blank, but you were tied up, so I 
took the message. Mr. Roberts will be here on Friday for the 
conference, Shall I make reservations?” Say, butter wouldn’t melt 
in her mouth, let me tell you! I just told John that the minute 
I...” Well, Jean was getting herself all worked up about it, so I 
tried to shift the conversation. I can usually wangle it, because I’ve 
been both . . . first a housewife, and then, due to a set of cir- 
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Jealous of the women who work with your hus- 


band? This witty career girl tells you how silly 


that is — unless you’re falling down on your own 


job as wife and running mate 





cumstances, a career girl, and the girls feel free to break down in 
front of me. 

However, later in the evening I took stock of Jean. She used 
to be a very pretty girl, and at one time had worked in an office 
herself, as most wives today have. Still, I had to admit (and I like 
Jean) that she had put on too much weight. Her dress would have 
suited her better 10 years ago. Also her hair was kind of . . . well, 
uninteresting. and none too neat. And Jean, mind you, had been 
as smart as John’s secretary, when she was in an office. 

But the worst of her faults was a set of little habits she had 
acquired. For instance, not listening when her husband made a 
remark that was general rather than personal, or breaking into the 
middle of his sentences with scornful comments when he tried. in a 
harmless way, to recount minor business or sports triumphs. Also, 
the way she said, ““Yes, dear,” in a mother’s-too-busy-to-talk-now 
voice when he referred to her for an opinion. And yet, | know 
Jean thinks John is about the most wonderful thing in the world. 
\s witness, the fact that she bristles with dismay at the thought of 
what she considers office competition. It was then I began to 
wonder if the Office Wife theory might not have some roots in the 
Home Wife attitude. 

Let’s take it from the career girl’s angle, and you'll see what | 
mean. In the first place, no career girl wants to man-snatch a tired 
businessman who probably has a nice wife and a couple of children 
and who is just in the middle of paying off the second mortgage. 
For the most part, amorous attentions from the boss are not only 
tiresome, they re downright dangerous. A gal who gets herself 
mixed up, ina personal way, with the man she works for ends up in 
a spot usually without a job, and with a reputation for 
making trouble. Business girls know that when it comes to an 
office romance, they are the expendables. And when they’ re fired, 
their reputation is fired too. 

I’m thinking of one particular case at the moment the sad 
saga of Sally. Sally is a swell person, with a habit of thinking well of 
evervone. At least she did have this habit. Now, Sallv’s boss was a 
wolf of the mightiest wolves. Atfirst Sally, who hadn't been warned, 
thought he was just “nice and friendly.”” By the time she found 
out that he had ideas about secretaries, and horrifiedly “‘no’d” 
him. people were winking behind her back. And now Mr. Wolf, mad 
at Sally for the “no,” has had her fired on some pretext or other. 
This is a true tale, and | may say to Sally’s credit that the only 
encouragement she ever gave him was to laugh at his unwitty 
witticisms, to play up to him when people were around, and to 
have dinner with him on two occasions when they were working 

and I do mean working! 

So you see what | mean, I hope! If a girl has to earn herself 
some bread and a little jam, she’s got to keep her reputation clean. 
But. on the other hand, she'd better be boss’s little helper, [OG os 
or she’s no darned good to him. Also there are certain things she'll 


have to do and be to compete + Continued on page 29 
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Check these facts with your doctor 





For Feminine 
Hygiene use 





Every time 





WHAT SINGLE MISTAKE THREATENS 
HER ONCE HAPPY MARRIAGE ? 


This foolish wife failed to take one of the first steps usually 
important to marital compaiibility. 


What is that first step so vital to continual marital congeniality? 


A wise wife practices sound, safe feminine hygiene to safe- 
guard her daintiness with a scientifically correct preparation 
for vaginal douching ... “‘Lysol’’ in proper solution. 


Aren't salt or soda effective enough? 


No, indeed! Homemade “makeshift” solutions can’t com- 
pare with ‘‘Lysol’’ in germ killing power. ‘“‘Lysol”’ is gentle 
to sensitive membranes, yet powerful against germs and 
odours . .. effective in the presence of mucus and other 
organic matter. Kills germs on contact—stops objectionable 
odours. 


Do doctors recommend “Lysol’’? 


Many leading doctors advise their patients to douche regularly 
with “Lysol” brand disinfectant just to insure daintiness alone. 
Safe fo use as often as you want. No greasy after effect. 
Three times as many women use “‘Lysol”’ for feminine hygiene 
as all other liquid products combined! 


KEEP DESIRABLE, by douching regularly with “Lysol”. Remember— 
no other product for feminine hygiene is safer than “Lysol”... no 
other product is more effective! 


WHY 4 OUT OF 5 PREFER “LYSOL! 


It's safe. For over 50 years “Lysol” has 
had the acceptance of the medical pro- 
fession... and of mothers and house- 
wiv es, too. It’s the standard antiseptic in 
modern hospitals throughout the world. 
Its continued leadership is based upon 
the confidence of the most prominent 
doctors. No other general antiseptic and 
disinfectant enjoys such absolute trust 
or is so widely recommended, 


Many doctors recommend 
“Lysol” brand disinfectant 
for Feminine Hygiene. Non- 
caustic, “Lysol” is non- 
injurious to delicate mem- 
brane. Its clean, antiseptic 
odour quickly disappears. 
Highly concentrated“Lysol” 
is economical in solution. 
Follow easy directions for 
correct douching solution. 





FREE BOOKLET! tLsarn the truth about intimate 
hygiene and its important role in married happiness. 
Mail this coupon to Dept. M, H., Lehn & Fink (Canada } 
Limited, 37 Hanna Avenue, Toronto 3, Ontario, for 
frankly informing FREE booklet in plain envelope. 


99 


Brand Disinfectant 
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Copyright 1948 by Lehn @ Fink (Canada) Ltd. 
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STE 
mies 
Mt for babies! 


Swift’s Strained Meats supply 
body-buiiding nutrients 
every baby needs 





Good is right! Nature has endowed meat with 
extra-special body-building nutrients to help your 
baby grow sturdy and strong. In actual scientific 
tests, babies fed Swift’s Strained Meats were in 
better physical condition—better satisfied than babies 
| who received no meat. Meat’s blood-building iron 

helped prevent infant anemia! With Swift’s Strained 

Meats, specially prepared for earlier meat-feeding, 


it’s easy to give your own precious baby this head- S} re ra 
start on health!* a. Loe f a \b: Md. 
Swift’s Sirained Meats are 100% meat. Meat 
s “ 
provides lots of complete, high-quality proteins — TEETHERS sta 2 EATERS PLAY SCHOOLERS 
Se a dae aa ge tora to encourage ‘o tempt Varieties of protein- 
complete because meat proteins supply all the essen chewing) lagging appetites) ah Wedanomene | 


tial body-builders (amino acids), and baby must get 


them all at the same time for sturdiest, soundest In fact-whole families love 4 = are . 


growth! Meat gives baby natural B vitamins for 
health and iron for good red blood. Six kinds: beet, dishes made with delicious» vr 


lamb, pork, veal, liver and heart—help baby acquire 
a taste for variety and form sound eating habits. All nutritional statements made in this adver- cme 


Ready to heat and serve. tisement are accepted by the Council on Foods and FOR JUNIORS ’ « 


| 
Nutrition of the American Medical Association. Nella iS 
 wediiar aor 


*YouR 


VocTror— a4 
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With watuRaL suicts 


SWIF T.... Gramost name in meats 


SWIFT CANADIAN CO. LIMITED a first with (00% Meats tor bables 


a 


is best qualified 

to say how early 

your baby should start 
Swift's Strained Meats 
.. . ask him, 
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by Valeria Winkler Griffith 






0 2 ane EMD 


RS. HITCHCOCK rose and her printed silk dress 
pulled loose from the varnished wicker chair 







with a small ripping sound. She distributed 






cards and neatly sharpened pencil stubs to the 























girls seated on the veranda. ‘‘Now,” she said briskly, 
“a little surprise for Ruth. We’re all going to write out 
~ + . our favorite recipes and then I’m going to put them in 
this little box for her.”’ 

Ruth said, ““Oh, how nice!” and the others mur- 


| i mured, ““How sweet. What a clever idea, Mrs. Hitch- 
’ cock.” They nibbled at their pencils for a moment or 
es two and then bent their shining blond and brown heads 


over the cards. 

Stephanie Gray surreptitiously moved her chair 
deeper into the shade of the wistaria vine that clam- 
bered over the latticed end of the porch. Mrs. Hitch- 
cock had been right. It was too hot for the black faille 
suit. Its pleats were crumpled and sagging and the 





jacket clung stickily to her shoulders. Stephanie would 
have changed except + Continued on page 21 


"Illustrated by Jim Walker 
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by Dorothy Curnow Handley 
Ilustrated by Carl Bobertz 
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HE RAIN was coming down in bucketfuls and 

Coby wondered if he dared close the shop a 

half hour early. Not many people out on a 

day like this—yet he couldn't afford to lose 
even one customer. . Not and support Serita in 
the style to which she was accustomed. 

Then it hit him again. There wouldn’t be any 
shop when he took over the job of supporting 
Serita. There would be only those cows 

He stared out the window, watching the rain- 
drops plaving leapfrog in the puddles. Cows! 
There ought to be some way of marrying Serita 
without having to marry those cows too! 

His eye was caught by a bright splash of color 

a girl coming down the street in a red raincoat. 
Coby smiled. The little nurse—and that girl surely 
loved to read! Not even this storm could keep her 
from walking the three blocks from the hospital. 

He opened the door as she ducked in under the 
awning. ‘A diller a dollar, a 10 o’clock scholar!” 
he chanted, “What makes you come so soon? You 
used to come at 10 o’clock, but now you come al 
noon,” 

“T wouldn't spoil things by mentioning that 
it’s 5.30! She took two books from under her 
protecting raincoat. “‘A girl has to do something 
to break the monotony, even if it’s only reading a 
book.” 

‘“Monotony—in a hospital?” Coby waited for 
the dimple to appear at the corner of her mouth. 
That dimple had fascinated him since the first day 
she’d come in, a few months ago. It didn’t fit in 
the lean planes of her face and, like most misfits, 
was utterly charming. “From experience, I'd say 
monotony was the most of what they had the 
least of.” 

The dimple came. “Involved, Mr. McShane 
but I get it. And what experience?” 

Coby went to the file where he kept the ecards 
for his small lending library. “I’ve been in that 
hospital three times in the last six months.”” He 
turned to the L’s, Labrum, Lacey, Larking, Lawson 

Lee. Miss O. Lee. He took the ecard from the 
file. Olive? Odette? He was stymied, You could 
go just so far with the O’s ... “I went clear 
through the war without a scratch, but since last 
July Uve had three broken ribs, two cracked 
vertebrae and one broken arm—at intervals, of 
course.” 

“Oh, my!” She regarded him, a thoughtful 
look on her face. “Have you picked out anything 
special for the next time?” 

Coby dropped his pencil. “Next time? Ye gods 
—do vou think I do it for fun?” 

“N-no, [T wouldn't eall it fun. exactly. But 
then—” her grey eyes went slowly around the 
shop, from the stacks of bright magazines and rack 
of greeting cards to the shelves of books. “‘I 
wonder . . . you like this little shop, don’t 
vou?” she asked unexpectedly. “IT mean, you 
haven't a secret ven to do something else?” 

“Lord, no! I’m just an ordinary euv. with no 
special talents or anything like that. I've always 
loved books, so when I cot out of the service, | 
used my money to start this shop. I haven't been 


able to buy any vachts. but—I like a. 
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He had more than liked it. Opening the door 


every morning, smelling the particular smell that 

bookshops have; lighting the little gas heater; 

unpacking new books—he took a deep breath, “‘I 
sort of hate to give it up.” 

“Give it up?” There was sudden, unguarded 
dismay in her face and Coby spoke quickly: 

“Don’t worry—the shop will be here. I’m 
selling out, that’s all. At least, I think Pop 
Baldwin has found a buyer for it.” 

The dimple was gone. ‘‘But why?” 

““Well’’,—he could feel his ears go pink—“‘you 
see, I’m getting married day after tomorrow.” 

**Married—really?”’ 

“Really. It will be quite legal with a ring and a 
minister, and then I’m going into the cow busi- 
ness—I mean, into a dairy. The biggest one in the 
country. It has hundreds of acres of grazing 
land. It has”—he swallowed—“‘‘over a thousand 
head of cattle. It turns out tons of butter. It 
makes cottage cheese. It—it’s wonderful!” He 
hadn’t intended it to sound so argumentative, 
and he saw that she had caught it. 

“Oh? Who said so?” 

“Pop Baldwin—I mean it is!”’ Coby’s voice rose. 
“Nobody had to tell me. I’m a very lucky man, 
you know. Pop Baldwin has spent his whole life 
building that dairy up, and naturally he wants 

. . his voice trailed off. Why was he telling 
her all this, anyway? 

‘*T see,”’ she said after a moment. “The bride 
is Pop Baldwin’s daughter, of course. And [ can 
take it from there. Love me, love my cows.” 

Coby couldn’t leave it like that. She had to 
know how wonderful Serita was—how beautiful. 
“*We'’ve known each other since we were kids, and 
we would have been married last July if I hadn’t 
broken my ribs. Then in October I fell and 
cracked my vertebrae, and in January—but 
nothing’s going to happen this time,” he added 
firmly. 

‘“Hmmmm.” There was a queer gleam in her 
eyes, but before Coby could pin it down to a 
definition, she’d turned to the door. “Well, 
congratulations and all. of that there—and I’ve 
got to be getting back. I’m on the surgical floor 
now, and [| just ran down to return the books on 
my dinner hour.” 

“Wait.”’ Coby stuffed the card back into the 
file. ‘I’m closing up—I’ll walk that far with you.” 

It was raining harder than ever when they came 
out into the dusk, but she walked briskly beside 
him, holding her head up to meet the rain, not 
worrying over its effect on her brown curls. Coby 
liked that. Miss Lee 

*T’ve been wondering,” he said, ‘what the O. 
was for?” 

She chuckled. ‘‘You wouldn’t believe me if I 
told you.” 

“Of course, if it’s a secret 

“It isn’t that—”’ she glanced at him, her eyes 
twinkling. “All right, ['ll tell you. It’s O’Brien.” 

He walked straight into a puddle. ‘‘No!” 

**Yes!”: + Continued on page 23 


Coby’s eyes held to it in helpless fascination. 
One more step—and maybe he could escape 
going to church tomorrow to pledge his life away. 
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Sg HOMO D Reet 


He had known 


warmth and companionship 


within his 


family cirele. 


Then she came... 


a stranger ... who, unlike 


Ruth, said: **Your people are 


not my people” 


Bride trom Holland 


by Eva-Lis Wuorio 


OW WITH Mama, you know how it is. Like in the old country. 
She wants happiness to centre about the home, the table. She 
wants all of us to be together enjoyably. I, Carmelita, have always 
known-that. . And also Flavio. And Pietro who was killed in the 

war, in Sicily. But not Trix, who is Flavio’s Dutch wife, She is 
different. 

You can, of course, understand that. Why should she not be 
different? She is born in a country full of tulips, windmills and 
canals. Not like us, used to all modern conveniences like jukeboxes, 
drugstores and movies. But Mama, she doesn’t want to understand. 

That first day, at the welcome feast, Mama says happily, ‘Another 
helping, Beatrissa, of my good ravioli, now?” 

As Mama’s ladle swings up from the tureen Trix says in her funny 
thin voice, ‘““Thank you, no. Enough I have had.” 
~ Tremember Mama then. Her black eyes snap wide and she stares, 
horrified. She whirls on her heel to look at Flavio. He attends to his 
plate, eating busily. She looks at me. 

But,” she says, hopefully, “perhaps I don’t understand right—” 

**Yes,’’ Trix says, ‘for me. No more at all. Thank you.” 

But I will explain. Papa comes to this country many years ago. 
He is a little man, but oh, so gay. In time he starts a little restaurant. 
It prospers. Mama works for him as a waitress. He marries her. 


Our place, he calls it ““Giovanni’s.”’ It is, as you see, this old red 
brick house, with those two chestnut trees spreading shadow over our 
corner, the bus station down the street, and below that, is Chinatown. 
Many of our people live around here. But many of the others too, 
from uptown, come to eat at Giovanni’s. 

This is, we think, because we are happy. Papa always mixes the 
salads. As he does it, he sings. You hear him from the kitchen to the 
dining rooms. As you see we do not break up the rooms of this house. 
We leave them as they are. Small, friendly. These murals our friends 
do when they need a few meals. The red and white checked curtains, 
that’s Mama’s idea. It’s gay, she thinks. And there is Carmencita, 
the canary. She always sings at noon. 

When Papa died Mama carried on. Now Pictro mixes the salads 
and he too sings. Flavio is the eldest, so he attends to the roasts. 
Mama keeps a sharp eye on everything. I am here at the cash. 

It is like this. If there is a waiter who is not happy we let him go. It 
is too bad, but we too would become sad with his sadness and that is 
not good. 

This is how Giovanni’s is before the war. 

We thought of closing up when the boys left. But then Mama says, 
“No. We keep the business for them, They will come back to 
Giovanni's they know. Not ‘Forgotten # Continued on page 18 
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be all right?” he asked anxiously. Mabel and Acel Giauque (pro- 
nounced Jakeway) looked at one another for a moment, then suddenly 
laughed. The slightly built man with the boyish face and friendly eyes 
was thinking the same thing as his gentle-looking wife—that their waiter 


ILLIONAIRES are sometimes fussy about their food, and the waiter 
| ig knew it. He set the roast chicken in front of the couple. “Will this 


couldn’t possibly know how right it was! Not so very long ago their meals 
had been bread and potatoes, eaten in a weatherbeaten tent; today they 
dined in their suite at a luxurious city hotel. They were lucky, all right—or 
could you call it luck? 

Those who know them best, their neighbors back in Yellowknife, call 
it something more. This family whose strike in 1944 touched off a gold 
boom wasn’t operating simply on blind luck. There were deeper forces 
. . . perseverance , . . courage . . . determination . . . and the belief 
that a family should stick together and never give up. 

What does it feel like to discover a gold mine, to live through years 
of poverty and then suddenly acquire a million dollars? What happens to 
a family when each member unexpectedly becomes rich? 

To answer is to tell the story of two devoted people, a story at once 
incredible and true . 

Mabel Cooper had few luxuries when she was growing up. She still 
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by EILEEN MORRIS 


remembers her father building their sod house when they first settled in 
Saskatchewan. That was 1907 and she was 11, old enough to help lime the 
doors and windows. 

It was 10 years later that she first met Acel, at a dance. There was 
something about the genial rancher’s son that appealed to her, and they 
saw a lot of one another after that. Friends met them Walking Sunday 
afternoon, he talking in his rapid-fire way, she listening sympathetically, 
smiling at his enthusiasms. 

“He was forever dreaming of the day when he’d make a lot of money,” 
Mrs. Giauque recalls now. ‘“We didn’t know then that there would come a 
time when dreams were all we had!” 

Acel saved $85 and bought an engagement ring. There was a flaw in 
the stone, but to the young lovers it was perfect. Then one January 
afternoon in 1919 they heard a minister repeat words full of significance 
. . ‘For better, for worse. For richer, for poorer. . om 
They had little security, but Acel and his bride shared a faith in life 


and in each other that was worth far more than money in the bank. 

In October their first child was born, a son. They named him Fred. 
Hubie, Harvey and Lois followed. 

Those early days were happy. Acel was a steam and Diesel engineer 
and there was always a job for a hard worker. The children might not have 
fancy toys, but they enjoyed plenty of tomboy fun with their dad in the 
evenings. And from their mother they early acquired the art of “helping 
out.” Her own background had taught Mabel Giauque the virtue of self- 
reliance, and the boys as well as Leis learned to darn and cook. 

“We were getting along fine then the depression struck,” Acel 
recalls. “Times grew bad everywhere, but in Saskatchewan it was pitiful, 
for there was drought and dust, as well as depression.” 

Came 1929, 1930, 1931 . . . Acel saw job after job fold up. Mabel 
bore two more sons, Bruce and Orville. The struggle to live became more 
desperate. One awful day Mrs. Giauque pawned the engagement ring 
her husband had so proudly given her during their courtship. Acel’s gold 


watch went next. Then came the day they dreaded. They went on relief. 
The Struggle to Live 


Do you think you could have lived on eight dollars a month, even in 
1932? Somehow Mabel Giauque managed. At times there was nothing 
in her pantry but homemade bread, and on rare occasions there wasn’t 
even that. But there was always hope in her heart and hope was all the 
Giauques ever needed to keep going. One day Mr. Giauque came home with 
good news. The government was giving land, a home and a cow to people 
on relief. It was their chance to become independent again, and that was 
more important than food or clothes or almost anything else, except being 
together. 

All night they talked about the homestead. ‘‘We can keep lots of dogs 
there,” Fred gloated. Acel thought about the soil. He’d heard some of 
this government land was poor. And Mabel wondered what sort of house 
they would find, 

It turned out to be a shanty cabin 38 miles north of Meadow Lake, 


roughly in the middle of Saskatchewan. It had once been a horse stable; 
Indians had used it as a place to clean and dry hides. It was just a large, 
smelly, indescribably filthy room. But not for long. Not while Mabel had 
two strong arms to clean and scrub! They lived out that first winter with 
flour sacks nailed tightly over the open windows to keep out the fearful 
cold. In the spring they moved to another homestead nearby. 


The future millionaire sowed oats in ground too poor to grow anything. 


Fertile topsoil had long since vanished from erosion, He'd have to find 





They left Saskatchewan broke and trekked north to 
find a gold mine and make a million. The story of 
what happened to the Giauques and their seven 
children on that amazing journey makes new 


pioneering history and a deeply moving story. 


another way to keep his family fed. Then came the chance to own a sawmill. 
A stranger offered it. “You'll pay for it in labor, by cutting wood for me,”? 
he said. 

In one season they shipped 500,000 feet of lumber to this man who turned 
oui to be a lot less honest than he might have been. Acel didn’t always 
get a receipt for lumber he’d delivered and one day Mabel heard frightening 
news. The bailiff was coming to seize her husband’s sawmill on the pretext 
that Acel was not living up to his agreement. 

lier husband was away and there was no time to lose. “Come with 
me, boys,’’ she commanded tersely. ‘‘And bring shovels!’ 

They followed in bewilderment. “Now, dig!” she said fiercely. 

It was four o’clock in the afternoon when they started and the moon 
was sinking in the sky at two in the morning when they had finally buried 
the sawmill underground. Some parts of it weighed tons. When the bailiff 
appeared next morning they faced him blandly. 

When Acel tells that story today, with a proud nod toward his wife, 
the visitor begins to understand a little of the deep bond between these two. 

Ultimately Acel Giauque got receipts from the railway company proving 
And within 24 
hours of proving that fact the cheery noise of the steam engine started 
up again. Working in her kitchen, Mabel heard it and smiled. 

They sawed logs for their neighbors in exchange for pork and nails, 
Lumber paid the woman who helped Mabel through the birth of her 
seventh child, Lorraine. And their donated lumber built a little district 


that he’d shipped enough lumber to pay for the mill. 


school. But there was men’s work to be done and books were neglected at 
times. Nine-year-old Hubie forsook his studies to run the steam engine 
10 hours a day whenever his father headed to town for provisions. 


During those times Mabel Giauque was + Continued on page 30 
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Canada’s ace reporter, who has tracked down mysties from 
the Tiber to Timbuctoo, reports on the 750 weekly seances 
held in Canada; pierces the mambo-jumbo of spirit vibrations, 


psychic manifestations, astral flights, and yet ...and yet...? 


HE SATURDAY paper listed 14 spiritualist meetings in assembly 
halls, five in homes and one in a winterized tent. 
In my city this was more than average because this was the 
centennial of organized spiritualism in North America and 
progress must be shown. 

At the 20 meetings | could get in touch with the afterworld 
through 33 native or domestic clairvoyants, three American guest 
mediums, one Indian and a sort of robot. It was never made clear 
about the robot, but if subsequent experience was to be a criterion 
this was an effeminate male or a masculine sort of woman who said 
that everything would turn out for the best. 

Depending on my own choice, I was offered messages through 
manifestation vibration, spirit greeting, trumpet seance, catalysis 
(chemical change) or thought. 

The listings made me curious but not antagonistic. Spiritualist 
exposure was corn from away back. Id read so-called revelations so 
often I was fed up with their everlasting sameness. In newspaper 
days, when I was a pretty hard-shelled reporter, I’d discussed some 
of the more obvious frauds with Houdini, Blackstone, Dunninger 
and other hatchet men in the field of debunking. 

I'd gone with Blackstone to misty seances at which he’d been 
angrily bored, and afterward I even tried my own brand of arrogance 
at palm reading and card study. I was astounded at how many took 
me seriously; especially on shipboard, where there was little else 
to do. 

But I'd also talked with some of the Oriental mystics who had 
bafHled and delighted me. One, on the banks of the Ganges at Benares, 
had summoned birds from the air and, in somewhat desultory fashion, 
caused these birds to do small tricks. 

None of this impressed me, but one trick did. The mystic said 
that if | thought of any name in the world he’d write that name on 
a paper. In those days | had but one sister-in-law and her name was 
not a common one. It was Olive Prewett. I thought of that name 
and now, 14 years later, I still have the paper on which the Indian 
fakir wrote it with accuracy. 

Today, like anyone else of 48, I have numerous friends and 


relatives who have, in the language of the spiritualists, “passed over.” 

Various middlemen, if we can believe them, stand between these 
departed friends and ourselves prepared to bring us messages from 
them and to submit to a reasonable amount of cross-examination. 

They have trade papers for the purpose of keeping each other 
informed as to streamlining in the procedure and there are catalogues 
explaining new-style trumpets, writing slates, spectra glows and 
umbilical rumblings; whatever they are. 

I decided to visit a series of meetings and mediums cold. That is, 
without advance knowledge of any kind. I agreed with myself that 
I'd use no pose, disguise, flippancy or untruth. What happened would 
happen and Id record it as it came. The hop-off spot was the published 
list of 20 haunted houses. 

The first was on one of those streets you could call Canadian to 
the core. 

It had been a shacktown street, but the men who built those 
original shacks had land. Enough land so that each building was a 
separate building with ground around it. No tenements, duplexes or 
semidetached homes. Shacks; but each shack a story and each story 
a chapter in progress. Now the shacks were homes. Mostly on one 
floor but all with modernistic touches. 

The place of the assembly was a double garage behind one of the 
few two-story houses on the street. 

We approached over wooden duckboards and went through a 
blacked-out vestibule to a low-ceilinged room. The room was brightly 
lighted. 

At a desk sat an elderly woman with a collection plate and a group 
of used envelopes. Three women ahead of me each dropped some 
article into an envelope, paid a quarter and got a piece of cardboard 
bearing a number, Unfamiliar with procedure, I stood there a bit 
dumbly so the woman asked, ““Wouldn’t you like a message?” 

I said I would and was told to put an article—any article—into an 
envelope. I dropped a jackknife, paid my quarter and moved into this 
low room. 

It held 90 chairs facing a low wide pulpit. On two wooden pillars 
tiny neon lights flickered in the shape of a cross and there was a 
larger wooden cross behind the medium’s workbench or pulpit. An 
old black piano stood against the left wall. 

There were 29 women and four men in the room when I entered. 
When the meeting began, on the tick of schedule, there were 57 
women and seven men. 





We sang the first and last verses of two long hymns while a hand- 
some man who turned out to be the medium waved a green hymnbook 
in encouragement. The man then prayed for the recovery of the sick, 
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stating that they should tune in to his mental vibration band at 
2.30 the following Sunday afternoon for healing thoughts. 

He spoke with a pleasant English accent and was specific about 
the exact timing of the medicine thoughts; 2.30 on the button. We 
sang one verse of another hymn and six more people came in. Three 
tall young women sheepishly took front seats because the room was 
filling up. Three men crowded past me and one was soon nodding 
in sleep. 

A prayer in which the audience took part was the last item before 
the messages. The congregation, or audience, gave the responses in a 
confident way as though through long familiarity. 

The envelopes were placed before the medium who opened 
them in numerical order. 

From the first he extracted an earring and held it a moment, 


apparently squeezing it as he held his eyes tightly closed. 


“The vibration brings me a message about a man having trouble 
with his leg. I think the leg is paralyzed. It is the leg of William. Yes, 
the leg of William is paralyzed and William is in hospital. It is a 
military hospital. Will the owner of this article identify herself, 
please?” 

A hand went up to my right; the hand of a poorly dressed and 
very stout woman. 

“Does what I say make understanding to you?” 

“Oh, yes,” the woman exclaimed. 

She paused between the “oh” and the “yes” in such a way as 
to give the words the sound of a reverend benediction. aay 

“The vibration tells me that new methods will be tried on the 
leg . . . new methods are now being tried. They will be successful; 
William’s recovery is sure.” 

While slowly speaking this judgment, the medium was fingering 
the next article. It, too, was an earring and belonged to a white- 
haired woman in the next seat. 

“The vibration tells me that you are anxious about Tom. Tom 
is your son. Tom is a flier. Is this true?” 

The woman bobbed up and said yes it was true, and when she sat 
down again she missed her chair and sat in another woman’s lap. 


This caused momentary giggling. The medium got things back to the 
solemn events at hand by saying, “Tom, your boy, is not in the 


spirit world. + Continued on page 40 
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Gordon Sinclair takes notes, in an interview 
with a typical medium, interpreted by Grace 
Webster, well-known Canadian radio actress. 
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months before she brought out the doll and put it on 
l her bed. It was a little doll, a dingy grey, with shapeless 

legs and one staring, blue glass eye and dirty yellow 
hair that stuck out in stiff strands around its head. But Manda 
laid it lovingly in the exact centre of her narrow bed, and put 
the doll’s head on her pillow. 

Julie had said so often, “Gosh, your bed looks bare. 
Haven’t you anything to put on it?” 

On Julie’s bed on the other side of the window was a 
long-legged French doll and a black Scottie dog and a giant 
panda and a long-haired white cat with green eyes. Every 
night Julie took them all off and ranged them against the wall 
on the floor. Every morning she put them back on the bed. 

Manda went down the hall to the bathroom to brush her 
teeth for the night, and when she got back Julie had come 
in. Julie was standing with arms akimbo staring at the doll. 
Dramatically, she clapped her hands over her mouth to stifle 
shrieks of laughter. But some of the other girls heard her. 
They came and stood in the doorway and looked with curious, 
eager eyes. 7 

Julie pointed to the doll. They clustered around the bed 
and turned the doll over and over. ‘“‘What is it?” ‘‘A doll!” 
“Oh, not a doll, not really?’ They looked at Manda who 
stood with her chin lifted defiantly. her hands behind her back. 

Julie said, ““Amscray. Mrs. K. is coming.” 

They heard the housemother coming up the stairs, and 
the girls fled, giggling. When Mrs. Kordoy looked in, both 
Julie and Manda were taking off their blouses. She glanced 
around, and then she stepped into the room and unpinned 
a strip of pictures over Julie’s bed. They were pictures of 
handsome men kissing pretty girls. 

She said firmly, “You have been told, Julie, that we do 
not hang pictures like this in Mary Beecher House.” 

Julie said, “T like them, {’ve got loads of them in my bedroom 
at home.” 

The housemother tore the pictures in two and dropped them 
in the wastebasket. She lingered a while beside Manda’s bed, 
smiling. She touched the doll gently. “It must have been 
a beautiful doll. You've had it a long time, haven’t you?” 

A little of the stiffness went out of Manda’s shoulders. 
“Since my first Christmas. My father gave it to me then.” 

When they were in bed and the room was dark Julie said, 

“You never say anything about your father. Where is he?” 


**There’s just one thing you could 
have done.”’ Manda said bitterly. 
*You could have stayed married 


to my father.” 





ANDAchad been at MeNab School for Girls almost three 








It was easier to talk in the dark. Manda 
turned her eyes to the faint red glow in 
the hall that was a reflection of the exit 
sign. “My father’s a naval officer,” she 
said. “I never see him.” 

That was the truth. Only not all of it. How could she 
tell Julie, even in the dark, that she did not remember ever 
seeing her father? 

‘A naval officer! Gee, that’s superfect! I 
bet he sends you all kinds of things.” 

Manda was silent. She couldn't bear to tell Julie that her 


father never sent her anything; that he had never given her 


Julie said, 


anything except the doll. 

Julie whispered, excitedly, “I bet I know something he sent 
you. That striped scarf. That’s so foreign looking.” 

Manda said, “Yes.” Faintly. She hated lying. But Julie 
would never need to know that her mother hought the scarf 
for her in Woodward’s Basement. Her mother was always 
buying her things. Every holiday or week end that she went 
home her mother had a present for her in her dresser drawer. 
Not much. Not big things. But little things like notepaper 
with funny pictures in the corners. Or socks or hankies. 
Or flowers for her hair. She’d say, watching Manda with 
that air of pretended casualness, “I picked this up for you 
today—lI was going through Donaldson’s—and it looked just 
And Manda knew that she had 


probably spent all of her lunch hour looking for something 


as if it belonged to you 


for her. So then Manda would smile and try to look pleased, 
and the look of anxiousness in the back of her mother’s eyes 
would fade a little. 


MANDA WAS GROW ING to dread holidays and the last 
week end in the month when they were allowed to go home, - 
Mostly because she kept running into knots of girls whispering 
and giggling when they got back. About the things 
they had done. And bovs. Mostly boy . 
At first they said, “And what did you do, Manda?” 
But Manda never had anything exciting to tell. ‘Oh 
mother and | went to a movie.’ But movies were 
dull. Even when she added with false gaiety. “‘And 
was it ever thrilling!” she could not hold their interest. 
They turned away. So Manda felt lonely and out of 
things after holidays. This, too, was her mother’s fault. 


She buried her face in + Continued on page 31 


illustrated by Ted MeCormick 
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This “young married” fits into the age group 25 
to 40, and represents the thinking of those 
women whose problems concern young families. 





The wisdom of experience is brought to the 
Council through charming and alert women of 


Representing an age group between 16 and 24, 
this young Canadian is typical of unmarried 
Councilors whose opinions are so necessary. this type in the age group 40 and over. 


Somewhere 





Your likes and dislikes; what you buy and what you 

















don’t; how you tackle your family problems; all this 
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and more is mirrored in Chatelaine through its Council. 
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Here’s the story. 


ee 


ES, YOU. You and your ideas and your 
reactions, 
One of those three women shown above 
might be you, as far as your likes and dislikes 
are concerned. 


others who let the postman dig his way to them! 

Most of them are married—some only just 
married. Our Councilors have children ranging 
in age from a few weeks to 30 years. A few have 
a lot of money to spend, others less, but all of 


by MARY JUKES 


us as quickly as possible. Thousands of words 
come back to Chatelaine in this way each month. 
And Councilors don’t just answer the questions, 
either. They specify, they enlarge, they qualify. 
In this way we noi only get full answers to our 






Ramana | iene 


Each represents an age group into which all them have a definite way of life to report, a plan for questions, we feel we come to know our coun- 4 
women fit, and each is representative of these living which is important and interesting not only cilors, personally. This gives us a close sense of } 
groups in Chatelaine’s Consumer Council. to Chatelaine but to all Canadian women. comradeship with them. i 

Whatever your age, whatever your income, And that, ladies, is Chatelaine’s Consumer And when she drops her ballot into the mailbox, 
wherever you live, there’s a section of Chatelaine’s Council. each Councilor knows she is giving us an answer ; 
Council which reflects your thinking. What do they do, these 2,000 women? for thousands of Canadian women like her. . 

I hat is this Council? Once a month they tell Chatelaine editors what But how can one woman possibly answer for j a 

It's WOMEN, 2,000 of them. they think on specific questions. They put us thousands of women? 7 


They live in every part of Canada. They view 
every imaginable scene from mountains and sea 
to flat plains and grain elevators; from the hustle 
and bustle of city streets to the quiet of a country 
road, 

In winter some of them dig a path through 
waist-deep snow to the mailbox; then there are 


straight about what Canadian women, as a whole, 
are thinking on matters of personal and national 
importance. 

But HOW do they do it? 

By sitting down in their own homes and answer- 
ing written questions with straightforward and 
conscientious honesty, and posting them back to 


The principle is that used by modern researchers 
all over the world—a method which has proved 
effective over and over. By this method we get 
to know the thinking of all types of women from 
those who cook with wood stoves to those who 
use the latest streamlined electric models; from 


women who can + Continued on page 55 
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AsPARAGUS: A purée of 
fresh asparagus, blend- 
ed with table butter. 
Garnished with tender 
asparagus cuts. 


BEAN WITH BACON: Old- 
fashioned thick bean 
soup filled with tender 
beans—made savory 
with fine bacon. 


CHICKEN GUMBO: Okra, 
tomatoes, rice, pieces 
of chicken—savory 
seasoning—a fine 
chicken stock. 


3 


CHICKEN NOODLE: Rich 
chicken stock, with 
tender pieces of chick- 
en and old-fashioned 
hearty egg noodles. 


OM MAL, 


seeF: Plenty of tender 
pieces of beef, with 
nourishing vegetables 
and barley, ina hearty 
beef stock. 


BEEF NOODLE: A deep- 
flavored stock, slow- 
simmered from select- 
ed beef, with pieces of 
beef and egg noodles. 


BOUILLON: (Beef Broth) 
A clear beef broth de- 
lightfullyflavoredwith 
garden vegetables—a 
grand dinner-beginner. 


New! CREAM of CELERY: 
Purée of choice celery 
blended with extra- 
heavy cream. Lightly 
seasoned. 


CHICKEN with Rice: Fine, 
plump chickens are 
simmered to give a 
ehickoan sick hreath—_— 
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rice, pieces of chicken. 


New! CREAM of CHICKEN: 
Rich chicken stock, 
heavy sweet creaam— 
with pieces of chicken 
and tender celery cuts. 


HOW MANY OF THESE FINE 
SOUPS DO YOU KNOW? 


The next time you visit the 


LOOK FOR THE 


grocer’s, give an “extra look”’ panei 
at the Campbell’s Soup Sec- 
tion. Go adventuring among 
the 21 Kinds. You will find 


am 3!) alin: oll « 
them au delicious, au 11uuL- 


ishing. All good value, too— 
something you'll specially 
appreciate these days! 


Cambs, Soves 


MADE BY CAMPBELL’S IN CANADA 


CLAM CHOWDER: Chop- 
ped clams, tomatoes, 
potatoes, and savory 
herbs, in deep-flavored 
tangy clam broth. 


consomMe;: Rich, clear 
amber beef broth, 
pointed up with herbs, 
tomatcses, 


carrots. 


CREAM of MUSHROOM: 
Cultivated mushrooms 
blended with extra- 
heavy whipping cream. 
Mushroom pieces. 


ox TAIL: Hearty Eng- 
lish-style soup made 
of good beef stock, 
meaty ox tail joints, 
barley and vegetables. 


GREEN PEA: A nourish- 
ing purée of young 
green peas, blended 
with table butter and 
delicately seasoned. 


PEPPER POT: From a 
famous recipe. Pieces 
of meat, macaroni, 
carrots and potatoes 
in a meat stock. 


SCOTCH BROTH: A thick, 
nourishing meat-stock 
soup—with fine vege- 
tables, barley, and ten- 
der pieces of mutton. 


FA 


tomato: It’s Canada’s 
favorite soup. World’s 
finest tomatoes, blend- 
ed with creamery but- 
ter, gentle seasoning. 


VEGETABLE: Fifteen dif- 
ferent kinds of garden 
vegetables in a nour- 
ishing beef stock. It’s 
hearty and homey! 


VEGETARIAN VEGETABLE: 
Another fine vegetable 
soup, filled with tender 
vegetables. Made with- 
out beef stock. 


VEGETABLE-sEEF: Garden 
vegetables, nourishing 
barley and tender 
pieces of beef—all in 
a hearty beef stock. 
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The Bride from Holland 


Continued from page 8 


Giovanni's.’ ” It was, of course, difficult. 


Uncle Angelo came to help. And some ¢ f 


Papa's cousins. But it isn’t the same. 
Sometimes at night, those empty 


vears, when Mama sits down with her 
class of wine, she plans for after the war. 
In her plans everything is happy again 
She, as she talks, hums Pietro’s songs 


as though she didn’t really know she ts 
doing it. And always the dream she 
most embroide rs—the one we talk about 
i in and again—Is the family dinner on 
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there, but there is plenty of room for 
you. Your friend? Of course you may 
bring along your friend. Everyone 
does. Sunday family dinner ts for family 
and friends. 

Certainly I will tell you of fritto misto 
It is bits of meat, vegetables, fish, calf’s 
liver or brain, lamb’s kidney, cooked 
artichoke hearts, anything you may have 
in your icebox, cooked in a rich batter 
and it is not the main course. That is 
roast pigeons with insalate verde and 
rice. After which, naturally, there is 
zabaglione, castagne mandole verde, 
formaggio, caffe nero and vino. So you 
see how strange it is for Trix to say ata 
stage no further than ravioli “‘no more.” 

Can you understand? Can you see it? 
The long table, the relatives, the good 
food, and Mama~ happy about this 
meal she has dreamed about so long. 
Trying not to think of Pietro, 

And not only does Trix say no. She 
gets up. She picks up her plate, and 
Flavio’s plate, and starts out for the 
kitchen. She looks prepared to clear up 
everything. Mama is first red in the 
face, then white. Flavio puts a hand on 
Trix’s arm and whispers. I hear him. 
“Sit down. Mama 
likes to do every- 
thing herself.” 
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Her needle flashes, and the follow- 
ing thread 
Weaves in a pattern intricate and 


Trix blushes, but 
she whispers back, 
“Surely not for all 
these people. Ill 
go and help.” She 
does not know it’s 
Mama’s pride to 
manage alone. 
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italian dishes, they are quite spiced, 
aren’t they?” 


THE SECOND thing happens when 
already the candles of the chestnut trees 
are dropping and all the neighbors come 
to sit outside, on the street, on their 
kitchen chairs. 

As you see “Giovanni’s” is here at the 
corner, but the houses on both side of it 
belong to us too. On Chestnut Street 
side Uncle Angelo and his family live, 
with two of the waiters on the top 
floor. Here on South Street we live. It is 
really a very funny line of doorways 
opening on the street—you have con- 
sidered it?—since the houses are built 
to join one another. Behind our wall is 
Mr. Rubitskoy and next to him, his 
junk yard. He is a very pleasant man. 

Well, this day Trix is standing outside 
our private doorway. The dust rises as 
the kids run, playing ball, on the street. 
There is mustiness in the heavy air, and 
hot sharp odors float from the kitchen. 
Just as I come up behind Trix the kids 
scatter and a bus sweeps down the 
street, the exhaust roaring. 

Trix gives a little moan and begins to 
cough. At that Flavio pushes aside the 
rope curtain of the restaurant door and 
comes out on the street too and looks 
anxiously at her. 

“Oh,” Trix says, “I cannot stand this.” 
She turns to me with a quick little 
movement and she says, ““Our house was 
just outside the city, by the canal. There 
were tall willows and cool shade. And 
behind the house there was a sloping 
field and flowers, bright in the sun. Oh, 
if only I had a small house with the sun 
coming in.” 

Flavio walks down to us and now he 
puts his hand under Trix’s chin and lifts 
her head. Very gravely he says, “‘ Would 
you be happy then?” 

“Flavio,” her voice shakes, “could we 
really move out to a street where there’d 
be grass? And air? And not just two 
dusty chestnut trees?” 

Flavio nods slowly. “Of course,” he 
says, “I’d just never thought of it. 
We’ve always lived here. We were 
happy too. Why, if we’d wanted to we 
could have moved long ago.” 

Mama doesn’t say anything, when they 
tell her. By that time Flavio has the 
house picked out. We’d been successful 
in business for a long time, like I tell you, 
and it is a nice house. Uptown, on a 
green street, with white shutters and a 
garden at the back. 

The Sunday after they’ve gone I feel 
terrible. I try not te go to the window to 
look for them. But I can’t help it. 

Mama looks at me. There are lines on 
her face I don’t remember. She says, 
“Stop that looking. They'll not come. 
Help me with cooking now.” 

Right then the phone rings. It’s 
Flavio. He says, “Look, Carmelita, we 
heven’t got organized around here. | 
don’t think we'll get down today. Tell 
Mama, will you.” His words hurry. 

When I turn around I see Mama 
standing very still watching me, her 
hands under her apron, and her eyes big 
and black. She doesn’t say anything. 
She just nods her head slowly, and then 
she walks into the kitchen and for the 
first time I find myself thinking— 
Mama’s getting on. She’s not as young 
as she used to be. Her steps are slowing 
up. 

They didn’t come down the next 
Sunday either. Of course Flavio is at 
the restaurant every day, but it isn’t the 


same. And he hurries up to dinner with 
Trix. Only sometimes does he come back 
in the evenings. 

Then, on Saturday, Trix calls Mama. 
I know it’s Trix from Mama’s face, 
from the short way she talks. 

She hangs up the receiver and curtseys 
to me. “Aha,” she says, “‘an invite. 
Gold engraving card. We go to dine with 
Mr. and Mrs. Flavio Gioncavello to- 
morrow. I accept.” She does not smile 
and her little act makes me want to weep. 


THEY’VE DONE plenty to the little 
house. All the walls are light colors. The 
curtains are yellow. Funny _ thick- 
woven cloth, not lace, like ours. There 
are pots of red begonias on the win- 
dows. On the walls are lovely blue china 
plates. I ask—they are Trix’s, Delft, she 
says. She brought them from Holland 
but never took them out of her trunk 
at our house. 

Always, even on sunny days it’s a 
little dark on our street. The restau- 
rant has the best place, the most light. 
Here, sun pours in. In the garden there 
are flowers. 

‘Trix is marvelous with anything 
green,” Flavio says. “She could make a 
rock blossom.” He looks at Mama and 
clamps his mouth shut. 

Trix brings out the soup. She smiles at 
Mama. “I made all Dutch dishes,” she 
says shyly, “to show you.” 

It’s thick, thick soup. She also brings 
out a hot platter with pieces of fish on it. 

She looks happy. “It’s Aal Soep,” she 
says, “eel soup. Look, Mama, I sauté 
leeks and onions, add boiling water and 
the eel pieces. I also cook lettuce and 
spinach in butter, add stock, and bread 
crumbs. Then I take out the eels and 
bone them, pour all stock on vegetables, 
add egg yolks. That’s all.” 

Mama nods. She takes half a plateful. 
She takes one small piece of eel. I taste 
too. It’s good, rich, but not much taste. 
Weak, sort of. 

Trix looks a little anxious, 

Mama has a few spoonfuls, sits back. 

Trix reaches for the soup tureen. 

Mama says, “No. For me, no more at 
all. Thank you.” 

Trix’s face looks peaked, like a small 
girl’s trying not to cry. She talks 
suddenly, fast. “‘] have too Boerenkool 
met Rookworst. It’s kale and sausages. 
In Holland we have it often. Except 
during the war. And Sneeuwballen 
which are fried cake balls. -They’re 
good, I hope, Mama.” 

““Certament,” Mama says “But for 
me, no more at all. Thank you.” 

It isa very quiet meal, Flavio attends 
to his eating. I try to eat too but I find 
the food very thick, heavy. Also, there 
is no taste. No pepper. It is flat, | am 
afraid. Once I say to Trix, “Very good,” 
but Mama shoots at me a look and 
Trix looks as though she would cry. So I 
say nor more at all. 

Well, after that, we see Trix seldom. 
Only occasionally she stops to eat and 
then on weekdays. She learns to drive 
the car Flavio buys and sometimes she 
drives down to pick him up. 

At first Mama says to Flavio when he 
stays down to dinner, “Of course, this ts 
only Italian, not Dutch,” or, “‘ Perhaps 
this won’t suit your taste,” but after 
Flavio leaves at the middle of the meal, 
couple of times, saying nothing at all, she 
stops it. 

And now a strange thing happens to 
the Giovanni’s. All the happiness seeps 
out. Flavio does not sing as he carves, 
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Mama does not shout and worry and 
scream at the waiters. They feel the 
difference. They walk around scared of 
the silence a little while, then they grow 
careless. The customers complain. Even 
Carmencita, the canary, stays in her 
cage. I feel like weeping. You remember 
how it is. You ask me yourself about it. 
That’s why I tell you. 

It does not, of course, happen all at 
once. Little by little it grows until there 
is a feeling like a black cloud, always 
above. I suppose it is to do with people 
loving one another and being proud and 
not knowing how to give ground. Some- 
times, as | sit at the cash, and business is 
slow, I think of Trix. But I cannot really 
find in my heart to blame her. She is far 
from home and strange to our ways. 


SO DAYS slip by and again it is the 
time for the two chestnut trees at our 
corner to lift up their white candles. 

Days are clear and warmer now. 
Again the children play on the street. 

It is on one such Sunday, and I am 
happy I have just washed the curtains 
too, that there is a knock at our door. 
Mama goes to open it and I see her 
stiffen. It is Trix. 

Farther up the street I see Flavio, 
parking the car. 

**Buon giorno, madre mia,” Trix says 
softly. “May we stay to dinner, please?” 

Mama stands back from the door and 
says, “Sure, sure. Come in.” You 
can’t tell anything from her voice. I 
kiss Trix and wave and shout to Flavio. 

Then I wait for him, and lift my eye- 
brow, like this. He grins and shrugs. 
“She wanted to come,” he whispers. 

As good luck would have it we have a 
marvelous meal. That ts, I think of it as 
luck first, and then I begin to worry. It 
would be better, I think, if we had less 
courses. Less things to say “no” to, 

Mama watches Trix sharply as she 
begins on the antipasto. She also does 
well by the minestrone. Yet it ts not 
until she has emptied her big dish of 
spaghetti that she looks up at Mama. 

“This ts good, madre mia,” she says. 
“*Please, could I have just a little more?” 

Mama puts both her hands on the 
table and leans forward, her black eyes 
piercing. Trix sits quietly under her 
look, her grey eyes tranquil. Slowly both 
of them begin to smile and Trix holds 
out her plate. Mama scoops a big 
spoonful of spaghetti on it and says, 

“You better save room in your 
stomach. There is still my chicken alla 
cacciatora, to come.” 

“T'll have room,” Trix says happily, 
and she ladles a good spoonful of hot 
mushroom sauce and sprinkles cheese 
generously on her spaghetti. I seek 
Flavio’s eyes, but he is attending to his 
eating, his cheeks flushed. 

It isa meal, I tell you. I give up after 
a while, even I, and I am fat as you see. 
So, too, Flavio whose appetite seems 
upset by the events. Even Uncle 
Angelo is finally through. But Trix and 
Mama work right through the chestnuts- 
in-cream, green almonds, and cheese. 

Finally Trix pushes herself a little 
away from the table. It is obvious to 





anyone she has enjoyed this. No one 
could eat so much and so gustily by 
forcing herself. It is impossible. 

Mama’seyes are sparkling and shining 
It is as though she has seen the miracle. 
She speaks to Trix, ignoring us. “And 
now, a little vino, perhaps?” 

Trix grins her shy grin delightedly. 
“Good,” she says, “‘just the thing.” 


TO MY SURPRISE Mama goes and 
gets her own bottle, the good one. She 
pours a glass for herself and another for 
Trix. Then she looks at me. 

“Carmelita, don’t just sit there, 
gaping,” she says. ““Get wine. Get wine 
for everybody.” 

She keeps a firm hold on her own good 
bottle. “Here there’s only enough for 
Beatrissa and me,” she says. 

It isa happy day. 

The restaurant is closed for the public 
and again there is singing at the 
Giovanni's. Even Carmencita the 
canary rattles the door of her cage and 
sings to get out. Uncle Angelo goes 
around the corner for his violin. We talk 
a long time, and sing and drink vino 
and talk some more. It ts good. 

And finally it is evening and we walk 
out under the two chestnut trees and sit 
on the old yellow seats. 

Trix and | sit together on the little 
bench and Flavio comes over and kisses 
Trix. It is a nice loving kiss. 

Then he laughs and squeezes on the 
bench too, though there is no room for 
him. He keeps himself on by putting his 
arm around Trix’s shoulder. 

“] can’t understand you women,” he 
says. “I'll never understand you at all. 
Now why couldn’t you do that before?” 

I think he is foolish. Everything is all 
right now. He should let it be. 

But Trix looks at him in a funny soft 
way, keeping her head down. It is 
almost like a Hollywood look, from 
under the eyelashes, but it isn’t quite. 
It is so warm. 

“You silly,” she says in a whisper. “I 
didn’t like the food before much.” And 
then she speaks even more quietly. 
“Don’t tell Mama just yet. We'll get 
to be good friends first. But I don’t 
suppose it’s me who wanted an Italian 
meal today. I guess it was little Flavio.” 

Flavio nearly falls off. He jumps up. 
He looks down. “Trix!” he shouts. 

She nods, smiling at him. _I feel tears 
in my eyes. “‘We’ve—we’ve been so 
apart,” she says. “I didn’t know how to 
tell you.” 

That night Mama says sharply to me 
that it takes time for foreigners to adjust 
themselves. It’s lonely coming to a 
strange country. She fixes her look on 
me. “Trix is very small,” she says, 


““we must fatten her up.” I want to, but 


I don’t tell her right then. For she says 
softly ““—now is peace.’ 

So you see, that is how you find it at 
old Giovanni’s again. Happiness has 
come back. And you'll come next 
Sunday? We’ll have a good meal and 
good talk and some singing. And you 
will see the little one too. It is not a 
small Flavio after all. She is Angelita. 
Named after Mama. os 
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Equal Parts of Love 


Continued from page 5 


for the manner in which Mrs. Hitchcock 
had said, “It’s lovely, but do you think 
it’s quite—suitable? The party is to be 
very informal.” She had looked from 
Stephanie to David and back again in 
such a way as to suggest that there 
might be other things about the girl 
that she found not quite suitable. 

Mentally Stephanie shook herself. 
She was being silly. Naturally Mrs. 
Hitchcock would be interested—even 
curious about the girl her only son 
planned to marry. 

Stephanie herself had unashamedly 
cross-examined David during the trip to 
Mapleville about his mother, the town, 
his friends there. Amiably, as the fast 
train streaked across the country, he 
enlightened her. ‘‘Mother’s a honey,” 
he said. ‘“‘She’s a bit old-fashioned 
maybe. Rather reserved too, but she’s 
swell. You'll be crazy about each other.” 

Stephanie nodded. From his meagre 
description she constructed a picture of 
Mrs. Hitchcock, filling in some details for 
herself. Small—to David’s shoulder he 
said—grey haired, tremendously proud 
of her son, of course, and probably a 
little shy with Stephanie at first. That 
was to be expected. It wouldn’t be easy 
for her, meeting her son’s girl for the 
first time, especially when that girl 
happened to be a lawyer like Dave him- 
self. Well, not exactly like Dave. 
Actually his junior clerk, but still a 
lawyer. That put people off sometimes. 
Before they met Stephanie, at least, they 
expected her to be rather severe and 
dignified. She laughed and Dave 
lazily ruffled her short curls with his 
hand. ‘“What’s funny, Stevie? Do I 
make mother sound like a comic-book 
character?” 

“‘Of course not!”’ she said indignantly. 
“Now tell me about Mapleville.” 

He told her. It wasn’t much, he said. 
A quiet sleepy little place. Nice people 
though. After Stephanie recovered 
partially from the blast of furnacelike 
air that met her as she stepped from the 
train she viewed the yellow brick town 
hall in the centre of the square and the 
surrounding two-story buildings with a 
feeling of familiarity. 

David stripped off his coat and slung 
it over his shoulder. He rocked back on 
his heels surveying the deserted street. 
“Home, all right,” he grinned. “Proper 
July weather too. Hey, there’s mom.” 

Mrs. Hitchcock strode toward them 
over the dusty grass of the station. She 
was small. That much Stephanie had 
right. Her hair was grey, iron-grey, 
neatly shingled. Her clothes were 
on the old-fashioned side, possessing a 
kind of elegant, self-assured dowdiness. 
She lifted her cheek for Dave’s kiss, 
greeted Stephanie and directed the 
storing of the bags in the rear compart- 
ment of the coupe. “I’m afraid we'll bea 
little crowded,” she said, “but the sedan 
has a flat and I| didn’t think there was 
any sense in calling the garage when 
David was coming.” 

He laughed. ‘‘ Mother always believes 
in having some work around for me.” 

“Keeps him out of mischief,” Mrs. 
Hitchcock affirmed. They smiled at 
each other and Stephanie saw how much 
alike they were and how close to each 
other. At once it seemed urgent for 
Dave’s mother to accept her, more than 
that—to like her. 
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Dave had said, “Our house is an old 
rambling affair.” Stephanie had been 
prepared for weathered clapboards and 
perhaps a sagging shutter or two. Ona 
street of solid opulent houses it was the 
most solid, the most opulent. It domi- 
nated the hill and the approach ran 
between age-old elms. 

They had a hasty lunch in the kitchen. 
Explaining, not apologizing, Mrs. Hitch- 
cock said, ““We’ll have to make this a 
short affair. I’m giving a shower for one 
of the town girls who’s getting married, 
Ruth Conway. You remember, David.” 

Sure.” He looked around the kitchen. 
““Where’s Nettie?” 

““Home for a week. Her sister’s having 
a baby.” 

Dave finished the last piece of cake 
and stretched with his arms over his 
head. “I think I'll take a nice cool 
shower and get some sleep, Stevie and 
I were up half the night getting out a 
brief.” 

Mrs. Hitchcock nodded and turned to 
Stephanie. “You’d best get dressed for 
the party.” 

I’d like a nice cool shower and some 
sleep too, Stephanie said to herself and 
meekly followed Mrs. Hitchcock to the 
room that had been prepared for her. 


IN HER WILTED black suit that was, 
as Dave’s mother had suggested, “not 
suitable,” Stephanie now sat on the 
veranda and hesitated over the selection 
of a recipe for Ruth. There was that 
beef a la mode or Dave’s favorite Dutch 
apple pie. Dave didn’t like eating in 
restaurants so she did a good deal of 
cooking in her little apartment back in 
town. She had learned to do wonders 
with the tiny oven, the pressure cooker 
and the electric grill. “ You’re practically 
as good a cook as my mother,”’ Dave 
would tell her with sincere appreciation, 
and that was payment enough for the 
hours of planning and shopping and 
preparation. 

Stephanie played with the file card, 
turning it over in her fingers. It might 
be fun to write something different, 
something original. For instance she 
might write, “A Recipe for a Happy 
Marriage.” That would be easy. She 
knew already how wonderful marriage 
to Dave was going to be. She could 
start out, “Take equal parts of love 
and—” 

“Why you haven’t written a thing 
yet!” The booming of Mrs. Hitchcock’s 
voice above Stephanie’s head made her 
jump. Simultaneously the older woman 
took the card from her hand. 

The girls stopped their scribbling, 
their smooth heads lifted and their 
perspiring faces turned to Stephanie. 
“Well, you could hardly be expected to. 
Stephanie,” Mrs. Hitchcock said brightly 
to the others, “is a career girl.” She 
patted Stephanie’s shoulder. “You 
needn’t bother about it, dear.” 

Stephanie fairly snatched the card. 
**T’Il jot down something,” she said with 
forced gaiety. “ Boiled eggs or cinnamon 
toast.” With swift strokes of the pencil 
she titled the card and wrote furiously 
until Mrs. Hitchcock came around col- 
lecting them. 

“Hungarian goulash,” Mrs. Hitch- 
cock deciphered Stephanie’s lightning 
scrawl. She read on down the card. 
“Caraway seed, bay leaves, sweet 
marjoram,” she murmured, “real Hun- 
garian paprika, herb-flavored vinegar. 
You might have trouble finding those 
last two in Mapleville, Ruth.” She 
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2 ways to serve potatoes and cheese 





Scalloped Potatoes with Cheese 









3 tablespoons butter 
3 tablespoons flour 
1 teaspoon salt 


2 cups milk 

4 cups (8 medium sized) raw sliced potatoes 

6 ounces (1 cup) grated Ingersoll Rideau 
Cheese 


Melt butter; add flour and salt; stir until well blended. Add milk slowly, stirring 
constantly until thick and smooth. Alternate layers of sliced potatoes, white 
sauce and Rideau in a 1)4-quart casserole. Bake in a moderate oven at 375° F. 
for 1 hour. Makes 6 servings. 












































Potato Cheese Rosettes 





1 egg 
4 cups mashed potatoes 


214 ounces (1/3 cup) finely grated Ingersoll 
Old Oxford Cheese 


1 teaspoon salt 
4 tablespoons butter 
2 tablespoons milk 





CD 
Add salt, butter, milk and egg to mashed potatoes. Beat well. Force through 

pastry tube onto a well-greased baking sheet to form individual rosettes. Sprinkle 

each rosette with grated Ingersoll Old Oxford. Bake in a hot oven at 450° F, 

for 20 minutes, or until brown. Makes six servings. 


You can call it potatoes and cheese, potatoes au 
gratin, or pommes de terre au fromage. But any 
way you make it, it comes out better if you make it 
with Ingersoll Cheese. However you like your 
cheese — tangy, mild or in-between — enjoy the 
wholesome quality of good ingredients expertly 
blended — choose from the Ingersoll variety. 






Incersott Cueese Co. Lrp. i 
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Rich...light...tender_ made with Magic! 


@ They’re sweet...they’re 
sumptuous ... they’re easy to 
make! A really-and-truly dream 
dessert, these Magic Chocolate 
Cup Cakes are a happy ending 
to any meal! 


2 cups sifted all- 
purpose flour 

2 teaspoons Magic 
Baking Powder 

1 teaspoon salt 

% cup shortening 

1 cup sugar 


1 unbeaten egg white 


The real secret of their fluffy, 
feathery texture is Magic Baking 
Powder. Pure, wholesome, 
dependable ; ; ; Magic always 
helps insure perfect results. Get 
Magic today! 


MAGIC CHOCOLATE CUP CAKES 


2 eggs 

% cup milk 

1 teaspoon vanilla 
extract 

Chocolate Frosting 

10-12 halved 
maraschino cherries 

10-12 almond nut meats 


Sift dry ingredients together. Cream together 
shortening and sugar; mix well. Beat in eggs, one 
at atime. Add milk and flour alternately to creamed 
mixture. Add vanilla extract. Bake in greased cup 
cake paus in 375°F oven, 20 minutes. Cool, top 
cakes with frosting. Garnish with cherries and 
mut meats. Makes 10-12. 


CHOCOLATE FROSTING 
3 tablespoons cold 


Yq cup granulated water 
sugar ¥ teaspoon flavoring 
\% teaspoon Magic 144 squares unsweet- 
Baking Powder ened chocolate 


Place all ingredients except unsweetened choco* 
late, flavoring and baking powder in top of double 
boiler. Place over boiling water and beat with 
beater for 5 minutes, add melted unsweetened 
chocolate and beat for 2 minutes. Remove from 
heat, add flavoring and baking powder, beat 


again, and spread on cake. 








finished, ‘‘One fourth cup of caberne er 
She made it a question. 

“Wine,” Stephanie said and bit her 
lip. Dave’s mother would possibly 
picture her as roaring drunk every night 
of the week. 

Mrs. Hitchcock brought out the re- 
freshments. It was too hot to enjoy 
eating sandwiches or cake. Unfor- 
tunately the ice cream had melted. They 
drank pitcher after pitcher of ice water. 
Ruth told a few details of her wedding 
plans with which everyone was ap- 
parently quite familiar. 

It became even hotter as the after- 
noon wore on. Stephanie noted with 
some small satisfaction that the lawn 
and pique dresses of the other girls 
looked as limp as her own. She believed 
that she could see heat waves shim- 
mering over the lawn. In spite of Mrs. 
Hitchcock’s efforts to keep the conversa- 
tion gay a general flatness settled over 
the party and with murmured excuses 
the girls drifted away until Mrs. 
Hitchcock and Stephanie were left alone. 

Stephanie looked across at the older 
woman. Her face was flushed with the 
heat, dark streaks of 
stained her dress. She had abandoned 
all pretense of gaiety. It was impossible 
not to feel sorry for her. The party had 
been a failure and it must have taken a 
lot of work. Hours to make all those 
fancy little sandwiches and in that oven 
of a kitchen. 

Stephanie thought of the room to 
which she had been taken, beautifully 
cleaned, the linens so fresh and sweet 
smelling. That had been done by Dave’s 
mother too. Stephanie experienced a 
feeling close to panic. She had wanted so 
much for Dave’s mother to like her. She 
had counted on it and from the first 
everything had seemed to go wrong. 
She knew how important, how lasting 
first impressions were. Now she feared 
that her own irritable weariness associ- 
ated with the blighted party and the 
hideous weather would combine to make 
a most unfavorable one. If only there 
was something she could do or say to get 
them started right again. 


perspiration 


THE SCREEN DOOR banged and 
Dave trotted out onto the porch. He 
wore white duck trousers and an un- 
buttoned sport shirt. ‘“Here’s my girls. 
How was the party?” He took the plate 
of sandwiches and seated himself astride 
the railing. “Say, I had a wonderful 
sleep. I got that fan out of the closet 
and turned it on.” He bit into a sand- 
wich. “Good,” he approved. “Sort of 
like the ones you make, Stevie. More 
cheese in them though.” He turned to 
his mother. “What are we having to eat 
tonight?” 

Mrs. Hitchcock wiped her handker- 
chief across her forehead. “There’s no 


hurry about it,” Dave said good- 
naturedly as she started to reply. 


**These’ll hold me for a while and I had 
that jelly stuff in the refrigerator.” 
““My tomato aspic ring for dinner!” 
A little moan accompanied her words. 
**T didn’t eat it all,” Dave assured 
her. “Say, I saw that chicken in the 
refrigerator. I bet I know what you're 
planning to do with that. Smother it 
with rice and mushrooms, the way I’m 
so crazy about. Just wait until you taste 
it, Stevie.” 
Mrs. Hitchcock said weakly, “It takes 
the best part of two hours to prepare,” 
‘“That’s all right. I’m in no hurry. 


And Stevie’d like to help. Wouldn't 


you?” Dave snapped his fingers. “| ve 
a better idea. You whip up one of those 
Dutch apple pies, honey. We'll show 
mom what kind of a cook I’m gettiny,” 

He walked the length of the porc! 
flexing his muscles. “‘Take your tine 
girls. I’m going down to the lake fo; a 
swim. I'll be back—oh, let’s say—6,3\),” 

Stephanie stared at him, at his spotless 
uncreased pants, the canvas sandals « n 
his bare feet, his blond hair still spark \; 
with water from the shower. She moved 
gingerly in her sodden clothes. If she 
attempted to rise the chair would come 
with her, she knew. “David Hitch- 
cock,” she said loudly, distinctly, “you 
make me sick!” 

The statement produced an inter- 
esting effect. Dave’s mouth opened and 
he stood poised on the bottom step. 
Mrs. Hitchcock tightened her lips. “‘He’s 
exactly like his father,” she said. She 
leaned forward and put her hand on 
Stephanie’s knee. “Do you know the 
very first thing George Hitchcock said 
to me when I came home from the 
hospital after David was born? He said, 
‘Emily, | want you to get busy right 
away and mix up a batch of bread. I’ve 
been eating that bakery stuff for a week 
now and it’s ruining my stomach.’ ” 

Dave approached the two women 
hesitantly as if they might be dangerous. 
“Hey, what’s the matter? What’s got 
into you two?” 

Mrs. Hitchcock rocked her chair. 
Abruptly her manner changed. “‘Do you 
know what I think would be nice? To 
drive out to the Venetian Gardens for 
dinner. What do you think, Stephanie?” 

Stephanie nodded. “‘A lovely idea. 
Why don’t we, Dave?” 

“But it’s 20 miles—40 there and 
back.” 

Mrs. Hitchcock smiled pleasantly in 
agreement. “A ride like that should 
certainly cool us off.” 

“We could do it all right,” Dave said 
slowly, “but I thought a nice little 
some good home-cooked 


” 


dinner here 
food—just the three of us 

“Of course we'll want the big car,” 
Mrs. Hitchcock continued. “Wecouldn’t 
possibly crowd into the coupe for a 
drive like that.” 

‘“*But you said the tire was flat.” 

“The spare’s down too,” she mur- 
mured. 

“*Tt’ll take me half an hour to fix a 
tire,” Dave protested. “And in this 
heat—why, I’d have to take another 
shower.” 

“We don’t mind the delay, do we, 
Stephanie? We can have a nice chat here 
on the porch and then take our time 
about dressing.” 

Muttering to himself, Dave departed 
for the garage. Mrs. Hitchcock watched 
him go. The smile of vast satisfaction 
that settled over her face was duplicated 
on Stephanie’s. 

For a moment the two women rocked 
in silence. ‘What kind of paprika do 
you put in that goulash?” Mrs. Hitch- 
cock enquired. 

“Hungarian,” Stephanie said. “I get 
it and the herb-flavored vinegar at 4 
little store near my place. I'll send you 
some if you like.” 

“How very nice of you, dear.” 

From the direction of the garage came 
the clatter of tire irons and mutlled 
exclamations. The women smiled at 
each other, knowing, serene, united. 
“David has been a good son,” \irs. 
Hitchcock said. “With a little training | 
believe he’ll make a good husband.” # 
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Just An Ordinary Guy 


Continued from page 7 


He sighed. “‘I guess your mama didn’t 
like you very well.” 

“She adored me, but you see”—she 
blinked as a raindrop splashed on her 
nose—‘‘mother was uptown shopping 
when I—well, anyway, I was named for 
the policeman who was rushing her to 
the hospital in a police car. They didn’t 
make it, and mother felt that the least 
she could do to make up for his embar- 
rassment was to name me after him.” 

Coby looked down at her. O’Brien! 
But it fit her somehow. Different—and 
pert. She wasn’t as lovely as Serita. 
Serita was all cream and gold, with the 
face of an innocent angel, and there was 
certainly nothing angelic about this girl. 
You couldn’t even call her pretty, but 
her expressive face had a pixie quality 
that was eye-catching just the same. 
She was cute—cute as a kitten. 

She slowed and he realized that they 
had reached the hospital corner. He 
looked up at the big red building. “It’s 
Monday—roast beef, soggy mashed 
potatoes and string beans.” 

“How do you know things haven’t 
changed?” 

“Patients may come and patients 
may go, but that menu goes on forever.” 
He held out his hand. “‘This is good-by, 
I suppose. You were a faithful customer 
and I really do appreciate it.” 

“You don’t have to sound so final, do 
you?” There was a quizzical look on 
her face. “‘We might meet again.” 

“*I hope so—socially. Professionally” 
—he glanced at the hospital again and 
shuddered—‘‘lord forbid!” At the curb 
he turned to wave and she was standing 
where he’d left her. “‘Good luck,” he 
called, stepping into the street. 

“The same to you—” then suddenly 
the smile left her face. “Mr. McShane 
—Coby—” 

He whirled. A car had rounded the 
corner and was bearing down on him 
with screaming brakes as the driver 
wrenched desperately at the wheel. 
Coby knew he should jump back out of 
the way—and he couldn’t. He seemed 
to have no will at all, and could only 
stand there fascinated, waiting with 
almost disinterested wonder that this 
could be happening to him. He heard 
O’Brien scream, then there was a 
terrific jolt. A thousand lights exploded 
around him, then abruptly—they were 
gone... 


COBY DIDN’T open his eyes. It wasn’t 
necessary because he knew where he 
was. The same old familiar smell; the 
same old rubber sheet—and, he sup- 
posed, the same old bandages. 

“The same old story, isn’t it?” a 
familiar voice said beside him. 
Coby swore, with no 
enthusiasm. His head ached. 

are you doing here?” 

“T told you I was on the surgical 
floor. And the question is—what are 
you doing here? Or don’t you care?” 

He opened his eyes. “Okay. What 
was it this time?” 

O’Brien seemed more cheerful than 
the occasion demanded. “You have a 
lovely little concussion, Mr. McShane. 
Congratulations!” 

He groaned. “Is it—I mean, it’s a 
normal one, isn’t it?” 

“Absolutely. You needn’t worry. In 

week or so you can take it home.” 


particular 


“What 


Coby started to turn over—and 
gasped. There seemed to be a barbed 
wire fence somewhere below his Adam’s 
apple and his right elbow felt as if 
someone had taken a bite out of it. 
“Jumpin’ Jupiter! I must have had a 
hard time.” 

“Oh, they all say that. But you 
managed very well, and barring compli- 
cations, you'll be as good as new before 
long.” 

““Managed?” Coby pounced on the 
word, outraged. ‘“‘You sound as if I’d 
done this on purpose.” 

“That,” she said coolly, “is something 
we'll go into when you’re strong enough 
to take it. Right now—” she broke 
off as a tap sounded on the door. 

It opened and a girl peeked in; a girl 
in a blue dress and a short mink jacket. 
There was a blob of pink veiling and blue 
ribbon coasting from her blond hair, 
coming to rest over one blue tear- 
stained eye. Coby, regardless of the 
barbed wire, took a deep breath, 
Serita i. 

“Darling!” She flew to the bed and 
he caught the fragrance of perfume as 
she kissed him. He tried to put his arms 
around her—and winced. She laid her 
smooth cheek against his. ‘“‘No, no, 
honeykins — you just lie still. Oh, 
Coby—” her voice broke, “you might 
have been killed!’ She straightened. 
““Here’s Papa, too.” 

Coby looked up into the scrubbed 
pink face of Pop Baldwin. Pop was so 
big he’d always made Coby feel like a 
five-foot-eleven-and-a-half-inch pygmy 
when he was standing up, but flat on his 
back, he felt practically nil. Not only 
that, it was embarrassing to be caught 
in this position—again, 

Pop put a hand on his shoulder. 
“Well, well, my boy—have another 
accident?” 

“No, thanks,” Coby answered wear- 
ily, ‘*I just had one.” 

Pop backed away. “Maybe we 
shouldn’t stay,” he whispered to Serita. 

O’Brien coughed and Serita turned. 
“Oh.”” She smiled uncertainly. “I 
hope—that is, we tried to get a special 
nurse, but there’s none to be had. I 
can’t imagine what’s happened to 
them all.” 

**Matrimony, mostly,” O’Brien said, 
and Coby froze as Serita’s eyes filled 
with tears. The wedding! He'd gone 
and done it again. He closed his eyes 
and lay very still, hoping they’d think 
he was unconscious. 

The mink tickled his nose as Serita 
whispered in his ear. “‘We’re going now, 
Sweetums, but we'll be back to- 
morrow—” 

He was alone, listening to their foot- 
steps going down the hall. He could still 
smell Serita’s perfume. Poor kid—she’d 
not said one word of reproach, yet he 
knew how she must feel. But she’d 


always been that way—gentle and 
sweet .e- 
Darn! What was the matter with 


him, anyway? Other people managed to 
get married—why couldn’t he? At this 
rate, it would be time for his golden 
wedding before he even had the first 
one. 


THE DOOR opened and O’Brien came 
in, a cotton-wrapped hypodermic in 
her hand. Coby looked at it in alarm. 
“I’m still full of holes from the last 
time—take that thing away.” 

She pushed up the sleeve of his hospi- 
tal nightshirt and swabbed his arm 





Chatelaine, January, 1949 


QUAKER OATS HELPS GROW 


Doctors say the more often 
youngsters eat a good oatmeal breakfast, 
the better they grow 


THE GIANT OF THE CEREALS iS QUAKER OATS! 


A GANT ua Nadeteon/ 


Your youngsters get more growth, more endurance—your grownups get more energy, 
more stamina from nourishing oatmeal than any other whole-grain cereal! That's 
why Quaker Oats is recommended for a better breakfast! According to a recent 
survey, only 1 school child in 5 gets the kind of breakfast he should have. So doc- 
tors say, the more often youngsters eat a good oatmeal breakfast, the better they 
grow! Help your children be a success by serving Quaker Oats! 


oiAwT wa Veedue! 


Delicious Quaker Oats still costs less than @ cent a serving! That's really 
amazing in these days of higher food prices! You save money, too, by sending 
for attractive new Quaker Oats premiums, Watch your Quaker Oats packages 
for details of sensational offers! 


A GANT ua Fedo! 


People eat more Quaker Oats than any other 
cereal in the world because THEY LOVE 
THAT QUAKER OATS FLAVOR! Tempting 
recipes on the package. Remember to buy 
delicious Quaker Oats. 


QUAKER OATS 


THE QUAKER OATS COMPANY OF CANADA LIMITED 
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FLAKY PASTRY SO EASY 
THIS TENDERFLAKE WAY 


Follow These Four Easy Steps 
and be an Expert Pastry-Cook 
















Sift flour and salt together. Using 
two table knives, cut Tenderflake 
into flour with a quick, light 
motion. Do not crush or flatten 
the particles of Tenderflake. Con- 
tinue until pieces are the size of 
peas, with a few larger pieces. If 
the particles of Tenderflake are too 
small, the pastry will be difficult 
to roll out, and when cooked 
will be very crumbly. Leave 
some pieces larger than peas, 
since these increase the flakiness. 


When ready to use the pastry, 
sprinkle board and rolling pin 
lightly with flour. Roll pastry 
lightly from the centre outwards. 
Fold edges into centre and roll 
out again to ),” thickness. 

ImporTaNT: Handle lightly. Do not 


overwork the dough. Roll the top 
and bottom crusts separately. 


WRITE ME A LETTER 





IT MAY WIN $100.00 


} ..- Tell me about your favourite recipe for Pies, 


Master Tenderflake Pastry 


2 cups sifted flour 
34 teaspoon salt 
2g cup Maple Leaf 
Tenderflake lard 
4-6 tablespoons ice water 


ImporTANT: Sift flour before 
measuring. Have ingredients 
very cold. Measure Maple 
Leaf Tenderflake with ruler 
on carton, as shown. Use level 
measurements. Recipe ap- 
pears on every carton. 








Sprinkle ice water, a few 
drops at a time, over lard 
and flour, until the pastry 


_ just holds together. Always 


add the water in a dry 
place. Work pastry into a 
ball, wrap tightly, and store 
in the refrigerator 24 hours. 


ImporTANT: Toss the mixture 
lightly with a fork. Avoid 
the addition of excess water. 





Tarts or Turnovers made with Tenderflake! 


I will mail $100.00 cheque to the winner—and to everyone who writes, I 
will send a voucher good for 1 lb. Maple Leaf Tenderflake Lard FREE. Do write soon— 


but be sure to see the Brenda York Column in this magazine first. 4- 
4 


tf 
“Good-Things-To-Eat” Reporte, “ /A“7™~<<“ ax) 


CANADA PACKER §S 


LIMITED 











































! 


with the cotton. “Be quiet. Doctor 
Woods said a hypo and a hypo you’re 
going to get.” 

“Doctor Woods? When was he here?” 

“While you were still out like a light. 
It’s after nine now, and I’m going off 
duty—thank the lord.” She pulled the 
needle out and pressed the cotton 
firmly against his arm. She pinned the 
call light to the sheet beside his hand 
and stood looking down at him. “Mr. 
McShane—Coby . . . you really don’t 
want that dairy, do you?” 

“I do, too!” His protest was quick 
and emphatic. “Why should I stay 
cooped up in a stuffy bookshop, working 
for—for peanuts, when I can step into 
Pop Baldwin’s shoes? It’s the chance 
of a lifetime, and don’t think I don’t 
know it.” He knew how lucky he was. 
There’d be no more worrying—no more 
budgeting. “If only—” he began un- 
thinkingly, and stopped, horrified at 
the admission. 

“If only what? Go on—say it,” she 
commanded softly. “‘No one will hear.” 

He didn’t want to say it. He had 
never let himself even think it. But 
there was something in this girl’s steady 
gaze—ar< he hurt all over and simply 
could not muster the strength for resist- 
ance. He turned his face away. “All 
right. I’ll say it. I don’t know the first 
thing about a dairy, and”—he wet his 
lips—‘I bate cows.” 

She leaned over and pulled the 
blankets up over his shoulders, smoothed 
the pillows and snapped off the bed 
lamp. “Go to sleep, now. You'll be 
surprised how much better you'll feel 
in the morning. Good night .. .” 

When he awoke in the morning, he 
knew that O’Brien Lee was a liar. He 
certainly did not feel better. The 
barbed wire was still there—reinforced. 
His elbow has stiffened and his head 
felt like a balloon. His back ached and 
one ankle was sending up distress 
signals. It was impossible to think that 
one little automobile could have done so 
much damage. 

Where was O’Brien, anyway? A 
strange nurse washed him and took his 
temperature. She was cute too—but 
not as cute as O’Brien. Even if O’Brien 
was a liar, she was the cutest one he’d 
ever seen. 

And maybe she wasn’t a liar, he 
admitted after a while, because he did 
feel better. Not physically, but .. . it 
was something he couldn’t put into 
words. It was as if he’d suddenly dis- 
covered how a bird felt when it lifted 
its wings and soared into the air. It was 
new—and it was wonderful. 

He'd just finished breakfast when the 
telephone rang. With difficulty, he got 
it off the hook and Serita’s voice came 
over the wire. “How’s my Sweetie-Pie 
this morning?” 

“Oh, I feel fine—here and there.” 

“Papa and I are going down to talk to 
that man that hit you, Coby. He hasn’t 
any job, All he’s got is a Great Dane 
and no accident insurance.” 

Coby hadn’t once thought of the 
driver of the car. “‘Gee!” 

“He says it was your fault, ducky, 
and—well, Papa thinks maybe it was.” 

“Then it must have been.” He 
remembered how he’d stood in the 
street, powerless to move—waiting 
... “I know it was. Tell the guy to 
forget Tag 

“But—but I don’t think he will,” 
Serita sounded worried. “You broke a 
headlight, dented a fender and mashed 


in the grill, Coby, and he’s mad. Papa 
told him you didn’t have any money 
either, and he said what the heck—he 
couldn’t fix his car with excuses or feed 
a Great Dane on sympathy.” 

Coby almost dropped the telephone. 
“Look, honey,” he said, when at last 
he could speak, “I can settle all this 
when I close the sale on the bookshop, 
so—” 

“Oh—I forgot to tell you,” Serita 
interrupted contritely. ‘‘Papa’s friend 
backed out on the deal. He says he has 
more faith in washing machines than in 
books. But you mustn’t worry, Pettins,” 
she added. “Papa will work something 
out. You just forget everything and get 
well, We'll be up later—” 

Coby got the phone back on the hook 
and lay looking at the ceiling. The 
bookshop wasn’t sold! It was still 
me s34 

But not for long. He turned his head 
on the pillow. He might as well face it. 
Sooner or later a buyer would come 
along and he’d have to let it go... 

Where was O’Brien? He felt terrible 
—sick on the inside and miserable all 
over the outside. It was after nine, and 
—where was she? 

“Hi!” O’Brien came breezing in, her 
arms full of clean linen. “Bath time!” 

Coby went cold. “You’re not going 
to bathe me!” 

She put the linen on the table. “Want 
to bet?” 

He lay with his eyes closed and his 
jaws clamped together as she spread 
the bath blanket over him and removed 
the top sheet from beneath it. He 
turned while she untied his hospital 
nightie and took it off, then he bur- 
rowed his chin into the protecting—and 
saving—bath blanket. He wished he’d 
died when that car had hit him... 


A WEEK LATER, standing by the 
window, Coby looked out into the 
afternoon sunshine. He didn’t see why 
they wouldn’t let him go home. He’d 
been up and around for three hours 
now, and there was no sense in sticking 
around here any longer. 

He glanced at his watch. Serita was 
late—and yesterday she hadn’t come 
until visiting hours were almost over. 
“I’m fixing a surprise for you, Lambie- 
Pie!” she’d said mysteriously. 

He wished she’d hurry. She’d promised 
to bring him some new razor blades and 
if he had to use his old one once more, 
his face could double for a raw ham- 
burger. 

He heard her heels tapping down the 
hall a few minutes later, then she came 
in, her arms laden with a basket of fruit, 
a box of candy, two magazines and a 
paper-wrapped package. ‘“Darling— 
you're up!” 

His eyes went over the loot. 
this—and razor blades, too?” 

“Oh!” Her hand went to her mouth. 
“T forgot.” 

“Oh, no!” he moaned, reaching for 
the package. “‘What’s this?” 

“Dog biscuits—for Hamlet.” 

“Hamlet?” He had a swift vision of 
Maurice Evans chewing a dog biscuit. 

““Rufus’s Great Dane, Coby.” 

Rufus. Rufus Peck, the guy with no 
accident insurance and a Great Dane 
.» + “Well!” He threw the package on 
the bed. “When did we start being so 
cosy? Last I heard, Peck was threaten- 
ing to sue me.” 

“But now he isn’t, Coby. Papa fixed 

Continued on page 26 
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This is it—no foolin’. Snow swirling 
down from the north and frost painting 
pictures on the windows. When winter 
comes spring can be quite far behind. 
How’s the coal lasting? 


There is ice on the ponds—good 
skating ice, smooth and shiny and ring- 
ing with the sound of racing blades. 
There’s snow on the hills, just right for 
bobsleds and ribboned with ski trails. 
And a good time is being had by all the 
bundled-up and earmuffed. But I'll 
throw another log on the fire, draw my 
chair close and enjoy a little Southern 
comfort (meaning the ease and the 
temperature—not what you think). 


An old cookbook informs me that 
“almonds should be shelled before 
using.”” Nice to know, that is. Seems 
like a good idea for brazils and walnuts 
too. Also for coconuts. And oysters. 


It goes without saying—but I’m 
saying it anyway—that a little seasoning 
does big things for a dish. The dash of 
curry in a hot cheese sandwich, the 
dusting of marjoram on a roast of lamb 
or thyme on veal, the sprinkle of celery 
seed in potato soup—or salad—the 
bay leaf cooked with a pot roast or 
dunked in a stew. Try a smidgin of 
mace in a chocolate dish, a pinch of 
nutmeg in meat cakes; new to you? 


Now just how would you butter 
crumbs, asks Harriet. Easy. Melt a 
tablespoon of butter, then in with a 
half cup of crumbs and swish them 
around with a fork. Use for toppings. 


Dark brown tastes: Chocolate 
cookies double-decked with a filling of 
mint-flavored boiled or butter icing. 
Tinted green mebbe. Crackle-crisp 
singer wafers made this way—Rub 
34 cupful of butter (or half butter, half 
shortening) into 114% cupfuls of flour. 
Mix in 34 cupful of sifted brown sugar 
and 1 tablespoonful of ginger. Add 
about 4 cupful of molasses and water 
mixture (mostly molasses) or enough of 
the-same to make dough just stiff 
enough to handle. Form ina roll, wrap 
in waxed paper, chill well and truly. 
Slice sliver-thin; bake 10 minutes or 
thereabouts in a moderate oven. Nibbles 
for New Year’s. 


Soup is never out of mind or out of 
season. Not if you know a good thing 
when you taste it. 


Wade in and weed out. Antiques 
are all very well in their place, but their 
place isn’t lurking in your kitchen cup- 
boards, medicine cabinet, desk drawers, 
clothes closets, toy chests. Separate the 
sheep from the goats~and away with 


encumbrances. Less work, more living 
space. 


Agnes asks, “Will you give me a 
word of adviee-on dry cleaning at home.” 
I will, my dear, and the word is—don’t. 


You knew that a little lemon juice 
brushed over sliced bananas preserves 
their light complexion. Did you know 
that orange, grapefruit or pineapple will 
do the same thing? 


I like a shore dinner. You know, 
one that begins with oysters on the half 
shell and wends its salty way through 
clam broth and a lobster entree up to 
whole resplendent salmon. But I’Il be 
happy with a less complete and less 
expensive piscatorial menu. Try me on 
codfish cakes with Red Devil Sauce. Or 
put a bit of butter in a saucepan, slip 
in some leftover fish, boiled rice, hard- 
cooked egg wedges and serve me a 
Kedgeree. If that’s too much trouble 
—open a can of sardines. 


Tips on slips—pillowslips. — First 
rotate in use. Second, put through the 
wringer seam end first to sidestep forcing 
the water through the closed end. Less 
wear and tear. 


Ever served cauliflower with hot 
mayonnaise pinked up with bits of pim- 
ento and spotted with chopped ripe 
olives? There’s a tip for a top. And 
here’s another: drizzle whole-wheat 
muffins with honey before baking; sprin- 
kle with slivered almonds. 


Big three of this pic apricots, 
prunes and raisins. Wash, soak and cook 
the first two—)4 cupful of each. Then 
add the same of raisins, juice of 4 
orange, 14 teaspoonful of cinnamon and 
nutmeg, % teaspoonful of ground cloves, 
14 cupful of chopped nuts and a cupful 
of sugar. Makes one double-cruster. 

Put some peanuts with the popcorn 
when making popcorn balls. Mighty 
nice, that is. 

Is there a patient in the house? 
Maybe you just can’t remember when 
to give the next dose; set your alarm 
clock, Maybe the sick-a-bed hates the 
ticking of a watch, likes it to be seen but 
not heard; put a tumbler over it. More’n 
likely the doorbell causes jitters; slip the 
finger of an old glove over the hammer. 


Cake left over? Crumb, toast and 
scatter over ice cream, floating island, 
other desserts. 


Land sakes alive, | ’most forgot—a 
llappy New Year. # 
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fiscilln hldenSrumbull Weds! 


—She’s a direct descendant of 


John and Priscilla Alden of Pilgrim fame. 


ANOTHER WOODBURY DEB 
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Now... Mrs. William Walter Wilcox Ill. And if you don’t think Bill’s proud —look at him beam! 





Pe 


Priscilla’s dream-soft skin is bewitching — cared tor by Woodbury, true beauty soap. 





Snow love-birds: Priscilla’s expert at skiing 
— expert on skin-care too! “After a long run 
in the cold —it’s Woodbury for me. Mild 
lather — smooth on skin!” It’s extra-mild! 





hs: Act 


Courting fun! Rough going — but Bill thinks 
Priscilla’s pretty smooth. “That’s because of 
Woodbury’s smooth work,” smiles Priscilla. 
Cleanses gently ,.. pampers sensitive skin! 








“My facial cocktail — Woodbury daily!” says 
Priscilla, “Creamy lather massage — rinse 
warm and cold—and my skin feels like 
satin!” Woodbury’s made for skin alone. 


FOR THE SKIN YOU LOVE 16 


Extra-mild |. rich with a beauty-cream ingre- 
dient, a “skin-smoother.” Take to Woodbury, 
girls—it’s the deb-proved beauty care. Goaxes 
your skin to softer, more romantic beauty, 


(Made in Canada) 
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BRENDA YORKS 
COLUMN 


$100.00 for West Recipe or Els 
A PRIZE FOR EVERYONE! 








HELLO NEIGHBOURS: [en‘t it great to think that there’s a brand- 
new Year coming up for all of us? Three hundred and sixty-five 
days in which we can work, study, play and be happy! Many 
of us will dust off our old resolutions, add a few new ones, and (if 
you're like me) forget most of “em before the snow’s off the ground! 
But there’s one thing none of us should forget. Let us remember to 
share the many good things that we enjoy with others less fortunate. 


That tasty meat twosome, KLIK and KAM, certainly wins the 
popular vote. You've said so many nice things about their flavour— 
and shown us how they adapt themselves to any meal of the day, 
that we're right proud of our wholesome “twins”! Our dietitians 
worked like beavers testing your delicious, and often unusual, 
recipes--and there was great excitement when the judges finally 
reached a decision. Ladies, get ready! Our October First Prize 
Winner is of the species, MALE! Let no one say that men can't 
cook. Here's one man who proves he can—and along with the $100.00 
“proof” £o our 


SINCEREST CONGRATULATIONS TO: 


MR. CHARLES B. ELGAR, 
61 Stevenson Street North, Guelph, Ontario 


Mr. Elgar's prize-winning rec ipe is as tempting and satisfying a dish 
ast ve ever tas ted—and T m sure you'll agree when you make and 
serve 


KLIK (or KAM) SAVOURY 


2 taklespoons Domestic” 
Shortening 

34 cup chopped onion 

1 tin condensed tomato soup ls cup grated 

1 tin consommé Cheese 


Method: Melt the “ Domestic” Shortening in a saucepan. Add the onion and cook 
slowly until tender. Add both tins of soup, bread crumbs and salt. Stir to 
combine well. Add the thinly-sliced Klik or Kam. Simmer over a very low 
heat for 30 minutes. Stir in the grated cheese and continue simmering until 
melted. Serve with mashed potatoes or rice, and a green vegetable such as 
broccoli, spinach or asparagus. Six servings. 


34 cup dry bread crumbs 
>2 teaspoon salt 


1 tin KLIK or K AM. sliced thinly 
“Maple Leaf” Nippy 


THIS MONTH THERE’S TO BE ANOTHER $100.00 FIRST PRIZE 
for the best recipe—or letter describing an interesting or unusual 
experience with 


“MAPLE LEAF’? TENDERFLAKE LARD 


IT know all of you must have a favourite pie or tart filling that you 
put into a delectable Tenderflake crust—or perhaps your specialty 
is a dainty little turnover made with the extra bits of that same 
flaky pastry. Possibly you've had an interesting experience with 
“Maple Leaf” Tenderflake Lard that vou would like to share with 
me. So here's your chance! Your letter describing some “happening” 
or your own Tenderflake recipe may win $100.00 for you—do 
write me, won't you? ; 


CONSOLATION PRIZES, TOO! Everyone who writes will receive 
from Canada Packers a voucher which may be exchanged FREE at 
your grocer’s or butcher's for L lb. of “Maple Leaf” Tendertlake 


Lard. 


WE STIPULATE that all letters become our property and cannot 


be returned. Send as many entries as you wish to compete for First 
Prize— but we promise only ONE Voucher per person. No labels 
required. Should the recipe chosen for First b ’rize be duplicated by 
another entry, the $100.00 will be awarded to the first one receive 


CLOSING DATE: To qualify for the First Prize—as well as a Free 
Voucher—your letter must be postmarked on or before midnight, 
January 3lst, 1949. First Prize Winner will be announced in my 
April Magazine column. Be sure to look for it—it could be YOU! 


ADDRESS YOUR LETTER TO: BRENDA YORK, 


“Good-Things-To-Eat” Reporter, c/o Canada Packers Limited, 
2204 St. Clair Avenue West, Toronto, Canada. 


Have you tried this... 
FISH STORY: A little vinegar added to the 


salted water when cooking fish is a secret I'll 
Keeps the thing together, 


BIRD NOTE: Garlic rubbed lightly on 
chicken before frying is very special, if I do 
Say 50. share with you, 
TENDER AND SWEET is a “Maple Leaf? You know. 
TendersweeT Ham. Glaze it: decorate it STOCK SECRET: Never, never throw away 
with red and green cherries stuffed with the water in which vegetables have been 
blanched almonds. Starts the New Year off cooked. Store it in the "frig’—use it to enrich 
right! stews, gravies, pot roasts—cook noodles, 
LILY GILDER: Meringue on a pie is a treat rice, macaroni in it, and you'll rate high as a 
to be treasured. Spoon it on for that light, cook. 

brown cloud effect. 


And here we are again at the end of the chapter—there’s just 
space to remind you to write to me about “Maple : -af™’ Tenderflake 
Lard (be sure your letter is postmarked before midnight, January 


31st)—and to wish you all joy and prosperity in the year to come. 
WA 
Your “Good-Things- I o-Eat , Reporter, fa as) C 


Pd J 
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Just An Ordinary Guy 
Continued from page 24 

t. That’s the surprise.” She was fairly 
““Coby—Rufus is going to 


” 


bursting. 
buy the bookshop. 
He grabbed hold of the foot 

. “What?” 
“Isn't it wonderful, lovey: 
else would have it, it 


of the 
? Papa said 
as long as no once 
break for everyone. 
but as long as you hit his 


would be a Rufus 
has no money, 
car, you could waive the down payment. 
Then, when the money starts rolling in, 
Rufus can pay you the balance. He'll 
have a business, you'll be rid of the 
bookshop and we can be married day 
after tomorrow.” 

“He can’t. I won’t let him,” Coby 
howled. “That Scrooge can’t—’’ he 
broke off abruptly, staring at her. “Day 
after tomorrow . . . did you say—day 
after tomorrow?” 

She put her arms around his neck. “I 
can hardly believe it myself, but Doctor 
Woods promised to discharge you in the 
morning. I’ve been so worried, Coby. 
My wedding dress is going to be all out 
of style before long, and I’ve already 
had my picture taken in it. And Papa’s 
He’s put off our 
many 


been worried, too. 
honeymoon so times, he was 
afraid maybe he was going to have to 
die with his boots on.” She sighed 
blissfully. “Kiss me, Coby.” 

He held her gently. She was little and 
kissing her was like drinking cool 
water on a hot and humid day. Serita 

. . day after tomorrow... 

After she’d gone, he went back to the 
window. He was still there when 
O’Brien came in to take his four o’clock 
temperature. 


sweet— 


‘For heaven’s sake, are you still up? 
Get back in that bed.” 

He laughed. “* Your top-kick days are 
O’Brien. I’m being dis- 
charged in the morning.” 

“Oh.” She stood quite still, then 
turned quickly and put the temp tray 


about over, 


“Well, until you get your 
walking papers, I’m still boss, so get 
back in that bed.” 

““Not a chance.” 


1 ; 
on the table. 


“Ne He was haughtily 

disdainful. 
She threw “I do get 

Peevish old 


alcoholics, 


” 


up her hands. 
the darndest patients! 


women, obstinate males, 


psychosomatics, neurotics 
eee In here? 


from his hig 


Coby dropped 
in amazement. ‘I 
a re were 


-horse 
Institutions for 
people tke that.” 


. , I » ge . , 
Don’t be ridiculous. Neurotics aren’t 


thought 
1 
| 


They’re just unhappy people 
with unsolved problems.’ 


crazy. 


‘Then the Vy should solve them.” 
“They don’t 


I 
| 


le ms are, silly. 


know what their prob- 
They’re unconsciously 
rebelling against something—or un- 
susly striving for something, and 


f they wouldn’t be 


consci 
knew 1t—they 
neurotics. 


“Crackpots!” 


é 
No, they’re not. 


He grunted. 
Some of them are 
emotions have wrecked 
They're the 
neurotics” 


really ill. Their 
their bodies. psycho- 
O’Brien’s 
face Was pink and she avoided his eyes 
**you can never tell about them. Some 
eating—and get fat. 
Some step out 
with other people’s wives or husbands 
“Oh, now. 


«e 


somatics. The 


compensate by 
1 T 
Some become reciuses. 


Listen here 
hesitated, 


tind escape in falling down- 


and others...” she 
frowning, “ 


off ladders and 
They’re the—th 


stairs . tumbling 
and things like that. 
accident-prone .. .” 

“Well, Pll be darned!” He sat dow: 
on the foot of the bed. “‘ Poor devils 
wouldn’t it be awful to be such a nut?” 
He laughed shortly. “Surely makes me 
glad I’m just an ordinary guy.” 

“Maybe—maybe they think they're 
ordinary, too,” O’Brien glanced at him, 
then looked away. 

“Oh, yeah?” Coby laughed again. 
“How could they, when... say!” 
The blood surging into his face, he 
jumped to his feet. “What is this, 
anyway? Are you saying—You are!” 
He grabbed her by the shoulders and 
whirled her around to face him. “ ‘ Acci- 
dent-prone,’ huh? Neurotic—why, you 
littlke—”’ fury clogged his throat and he 
shook her until her cap sailed from her 
brown curls and fell to the floor. 

Coby—” desperately she pushed 
igainst him and he caught the glint of 
unshed tears as she tried to twist away, 
but it was too late—he’d seen. He put 
one hand behind her head, forcing her 
face up to his—and this wasn’t O’Brien 
Lee, saucy and impudent. This—this 
was someone new .. . a girl, cornered 
and defenseless, and—his breath caught. 

“O’Brien he whispered and her 
hair was soft in his fingers. “O’Brien!” 
His mouth found her lips with an 
urgency so undeniable, so compelling, 
that he was shaken with it. 

She was taut with protest—and then 
she was clinging to him with an answer- 
ing need as imperative as his own. This 
was something beyond him, never 
expected—never suspected. It was 
being caught in a whirlwind—rising, 
exultant, on the crest of a tempest... 

Suddenly she wrenched free. “Coby, 
She gave him one long 
then turned and ran 


we oh!” 
despairing look, 
from the room. 

Coby stood where she’d left 


O’Brien. O’Brien Lee... 


him. 


IT WAS nine o'clock. He’d had his 
breakfast, paid his bill, his bag was 
packed and it was time to go. 

‘T’ll have to check your chart into the 
office.” O’Brien appeared in the door- 
way. She didn’t look at him. 

‘I guess that’s everything, my boy,” 
Pop Baldwin’s eyes policed the room. 


“Ready?” 


“I—yes.” Coby picked up his hat, 
creasing it carefully. Was that all she 
was going to say? But what was there to 
say—now? She'd said it all yesterday 
. . « his jaw set grimly. She’d said more 
than enough! He stooped and picked 
up his bag. Serita was waiting in the 
car 

They went down the hall, a procession 
of three. “We're taking you home to the 
farm where you'll be safe,” Pop said. ‘In 
the morning, you can drive to the church 
with Rufus in the station wagon.” 

Coby looked up. “Rufus? 

“Oh—I guess I didn’t tel! you. Rufus 
and Hamlet are going to stay with me 
until you and Serita get back from your 
Pop chuckled. “She's 
gone plumb crazy over that dog—got 
him out there in the car with her now. 
Rufus, too,” he added. 

They stepped into the elevator and 
O’Brien’s arm brushed Coby’s. He 
jumped and she pushed the button 
hard, 


honeymoon.” 


The cage descended slowly. 
“You know something, Coby?” Pop 
broke the silence. ‘Rufus is a right 


smart fella when you get to know him. 
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Works at Home— Ll¢ Went all over your DOOKSh« p Vester- 


Sells Articles Regularly 

After on seven essons, I 
asked the editor of the Lacombe 
Gl ‘ it onsider my 


got a lot ot old 


day and he says you've 
stuff there 
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“First editions,” Coby brightened. 
He’d hunted for them, tracked them 


Now he accepts my weekly news 


reports regularly paying é 
rate Or item was reread eau A 
from the Globe by a Radio down, bargained 


commentator To think I car 
accomy h all this sittir right 
here at home, thanks to N.IL.A 

Mrs Minnie E H Long 
Alberta, Canada 


Why Can't 
You Write? 


I's much simpler than you think! 


““No wonder you didn’t make money 
vith all that old junk.” Pop shook his | 





head. “Rufus says the first thing he’s | 
going to do is to have a big bonfire—”’ 

“Bonfire?” Coby yelped. “With my | 
books?” 

*“Now, now—he can burn a bunch of 4 
old books if he wants to, you know. It’s 
his shop.” 

“Come on, Coby,” O’Brien — said 
quietly and he realized the car had 
stopped. She took them into the parlor 


O many people with the “germ” of and he stood there with Pop, watching 
\ writing in them simply can’t get start- 
ed. They suffer from inertia. Or they set 
up imaginary barriers to taking the first 
step. 


as she went out with his chart. She 
looked very crisp and professional in a 
uniform so clean it oraekled when she 
walked. No one would ever guess the 
Many are convinced the field is confined 


a : re softness of her—the warmth ... he 
to persons gifted with a genius for writing. 





wet his lips his throat dry. He'd skip j 


Few realize that the great bulk of com- : 
mercial writing is done by so-called “un- 
knowns.” 


1 
that... he’d forget it. He—he’d 
drink clear cool water and not think of 
the provocative taste of heady wine... 
O’Brien came back into the parlor 
after a long time. ‘‘That seems to be 


¥ Noi only do these thousands of men and 
women produce most of the fiction pub- 
lished, but countless articles on business, 
hobbies, homemaking, social matters, 
sports, travel, human _ interest _ stories, 
local and club activities, ete., as well. 


all,” she said, and he thought that her 
smile didn’t quite fit. It was too tight. 
She went outside with them, stopping at 
the top of the long flight of steps. She 
held out her hand. ‘‘Good-by, Coby. 
Auf wieder sehn, au revoir, adios and 


Such material is in constant demand. 
Every week thousands of cheques for $25, 
$50 and $100 go out to writers whose latent 
ability was perhaps no greater than yours. 


SO long 


The Practical Method 


Newspaper work demonstrates that the 
way to learn to write is by writing! News- 
paper copy desk editors waste no time on 
theories or ancient classics. The story is the 
thing. Every copy “cub” goes through the 
course of practical criticism—a_ training 
that turns out more successful authors than 
any other experience. 


His fingers closed hard around hers. 
“Aren’t you going to wish me luck? 
Mind your manners, Miss Lee.” It | 
didn’t sound as clever as he’d thought 
it would. 

“The best, Coby—always. But”—she 
withdrew her hand—“knowing you, I | 
wouldn’t count on it.” She turned 
quickly and went back into the building. 

He stood stiffly, looking after her. 
There it was again! “Knowing you 


That is why Newspaper Institute of 
America bases its writing instruction on 
the Copy Desk Method. It starts and keeps 
you writing in your own home, on you! 
own time. And upon the very same kind of 
actual assignments given daily to metro- 
politan reporters. Thus you learn by doing 
not by studying the individual styles of 
model authors. 








Accident-prone! 
“What are we waiting for?”’ Pop asked 





impatiently. 


“Nothing.” Coby rammed his hat on 


[OLONIAL SHEETS 


re 2 ° . . . 
looked across the drive to where Pop's « ». are prized possessions this year —- and 
big shining car waited outside the gate. 


Each week your work is analyzed con- his head angrily. ‘Nothing at all.” 
structively by practical writers. Gradu 
ally they help to clarify your own distinctive 
style. Writing soon becomes easy, absorb 
ing. Profitable, too, as you gain the “pro- 


Pop went ahead of him and Coby 
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He started slowly down the steps Available at leading stores from coast to coast. 
___ | and then he saw it. A banana peel, 


NEWSPAPER INSTITUTE OF 
AMERICA, One Park Ave., New 
York 16, N.Y., U.S.A. 


him. It had probably been thrown 
Send me, without cost or obligation, your | 


there by a visitor or a careless child . . . 
he watched Pop walk unconcernedly 
| 


Writing Aptitude Test and further informa- past it. Coby’s steps slowed as he came 


tion about writing for profit as promised in 


1 
| Cuatetaine, January. toward it. People ought to have more 


sense than to throw things like that 
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a person didn’t see it—didn’t walk 
around it, as Pop had? He’d have a 
nasty fall—he could break an arm—or 
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It was only three steps away. Coby’s 
eyes held to it in helpless fascination. 
Two steps, now .. . he could feel goose 
pimples bloom all over him. One more 
step—and maybe be wouldn’t bave to go 
out to that car! Maybe be would escape 
going to that church tomorrow to pledge 
bis life away... 

Escape... it stopped him cold, 
confused and bewildered by his way- 
ward thoughts. Escape! That was the 
word O’Brien had used when she said— 
when she said .. . 

Coby began to feel very peculiar 
remembering what she’d said. And he 
felt more than peculiar, standing there 
face to face with that banana peel, 
realizing that perhaps—perhaps she 
might be right— 

Perhaps? She was right. “. . . they 
are unconsciously rebelling against some- 
thing...” 

He’d been blind—and dumb, too. 

“Coby!” Pop turned and stopped. 
“Ye gods, boy—come on.” 

Coby put his bag down and sat on it. 
Sion” 

Pop’s jaw dropped. “What did you 
say?” 

“T said ‘no.’ I’ve never said it to you 
before, have I?” 

Pop looked at him and his eyes 
narrowed. ‘“You’ve never acted this 
way before either, Coby McShane. I 


don’t like it—and I don’t think Serita_ 


will.” 

Coby smiled complacently. “‘Serita 
will love me like a brother. She—always 
has.” 

“Like what?” Pop cried. “That’s not 
the way I heard it.” 

Coby glanced at the car—and grinned. 
“You haven’t heard the latest. And are 
you going to be surprised!” 

“See here, young man, I’ve just about 
had enough—” 

“That’s all I wanted to know.” Coby 
jumped to his feet. “‘Thanks, Pop!’ He 
drew back his foot and with one accurate 
kick sent the banana peel sailing to 
the grass. “One thing more—tell Rufus 
Peck he can’t have my bookshop either, 
and if he doesn’t like it — send him to 
me. I can lick him with one hand—and 
Hamlet with the other.” 

He ran back up the steps, jerked open 
the door—and stopped. O’Brien was 
standing there and he knew she’d been 
there all the time—watching. ‘Well, 
Miss Lee—imagine meeting you here!” 
He set his bag down carefully. ‘I’m 
back again—only this time it’s no 
accident.” 

She gave him a wild look and started 
to run, but he reached out and caught 
her. “Oh, no, you don’t! And if you 
don’t want to get kissed right here in 
front of everybody, you'll come quietly.” 

The parlor was empty. She was in his 
arms—and she was crying. Crying 
deeply and not caring. “You'll hate 
me—oh, Coby, please don’t hate me.” 

“Hate you?” Startled, he lifted her 
chin. “ Now who’s crazy?” 

“T just e-couldn’t let you g-go like 
t-that—” she said between sobs. “‘I—I 
had to do it.” 

“Do what, for gosh sakes?” 

“That banana peel! I knew you'd 
either slip and be carried back in, or— 
you’d know. So’’—she buried her face 
against his coat—‘‘] put it there.” 

‘Holy cats!” he breathed, awed. 

She drew a long quivering breath. 
“What could I lose?” 

His arms tightened. 
said fervently. “Not me 


“Not me!” he 
ever «ec = + 
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We Don't Want Your Men 


Continued from page 3 


with other girls, and possibly with other 
men in any organization, 

For instance, must be nicely 
dressed. A dowdy female isn’t an orna- 
ment to any office, and she certainly 
doesn’t help make a firm look as though 
it’s doing all right when an out-of-town 
customer drops in! On the other hand, a 
well-dressed secretary gives a customer 
a feeling that the firm can apparently 
afford to pay a living wage to its help. 
And she also gives the boss the fecling 
that he can pick competent help, too... 

It’s absolutely necessary for a good 
businesswoman to speak her 
language. Naturally! She must know 
what he’s talking about when he dis- 
cusses the Wumph case, or the Hamph 
deal, or the Pumph layout. It’s also her. 
business, if she wants to hold her job, to 
be thrilled at little triumphs, to be as 
angry as he is at delays. 

I’ve heard lots of criticism about us 
business gals flattering our bosses. Well, 
fr heaven’s sake, what would we do? 
Pan ’em? There has to be lots of the 
old oil poured on in business. It makes 
things run much smoother. 

All this is to state that there are very 
real reasons for a business girl’s clothes, 
conversation, attitude, and none of them 
are actually designed as a snare. And 
yet, say the homemakers, sometimes 
they act as a snare. Surely, something 
could be done about that. As a matter of 
fact, | know personally two or three girls 
who did do something about it. And 
I'll bet their little dodges would work 
wherever there’s difficulty. 

For instance, there was Marian. A 
nice person, but without much business 
sense, so when she got married, Marian 
just gave up trying to understand 
business. At first Bill, who was an 
accountant, tried to explain to her when 
he came home why he was elated one 
night—blue the next. In a word, what 
had gone on at the oflice to upset or 
excite him. However, it was soon 
obvious, even to love-struck Bill, that 
Marian didn’t know and didn’t care 
about that part of his life. The only time 
she was interested in the office was when 
she dropped in to get some money. 

However, sensible Marian snapped out 
of it—but fast! One day she dropped 
into the office, and found Bill and his 
secretary laughing fit to kill at some 
private joke. Suddenly the positions 
were reversed and Marian saw it. It 
was Miss Thing whose company Bill 
enjoyed . . . and it was Marian’s fault. 
Know what she did? She asked 
Miss Thing out to lunch. She didn’t 
patronize her, or ask her to do any 
favors. She just bought her a nice 
lunch. And from then on, she made a 
point of being a friend to Bill’s secretary. 
From the girl, Marian picked up enough 
oflice gossip to appear, and finally to be 
interested in Bill’s work. Now the 
three of them are a working team, but 
it’s to Marian that Bill brings his jokes 
and his worries and his triumphs. 

Case Two is about Sylvia. Sylvia was 
a pretty girl when she was married 
pretty asa picture. And about five years 
after Sylvia married Fred, she, too, was 
having “‘office wife” trouble. Now, 
Fred was a discriminating picker who 
liked a nice-looking gal . . . as witness, 
Sylvia. And his wife found that more 
and more, because Fred was a simple 
soul and not given to wiles, the name of 


she 


boss’ 


his secretary was coming into his con- 
versation. First it was, “Miss Jones was 
telling me...” and “Miss Jones 
likes...” Then it got to be, “Mar- 
garet was saying . . .” and “Margaret 
hit the nail on the head when she . . .” 
Sylvia was a darned good housekeeper, 
and a good mother and she rarely 
bothered Fred at the office. (Fred, by 
the way, was a buyer in a department 
store.) However, one bright Thursday 
Sylvia was downtown shopping, and she 
dropped in to see Fred. She saw 
Margaret, and she went home and 
pondered. Margaret was wearing a 
“good little black dress.”” It probably 
cost plenty, and Margaret probably 
wore it, with a change of costume 
jewelry or jacket, four days out of five. 
Margaret’s hair wassmooth and shining, 
done in braids on top of her head. 
Margaret wore well_/- brushed suede 
pumps, and smart black and pearl 
earrings. And Margaret, who wasn’t 
nearly so pretty as Sylvia, looked like a 
million dollars. So... Sylvia pon- 
dered. 

“Well,” she said to herself, “‘she 
hasn’t got two children and a house to 
look after.” 

“No,” said Sylvia, The Honest, “but 
she works for eight hours a day, and she 
only has her evenings and Sundays. | 
have my evenings, and maybe part of 
my days too, when the children are at 
school.” 

“Well, but,” says Sylvia, “it’s part of 
her job to look smart!’ 

“And why,” says Sylvia The Honest, 
“isn’t it part of my job to look smart?” 

She went to the mirror, she told me, 
and looked. She’d worn her old polo 
coat to shop in, because why wear your 
good coat downtown? True, but the 
polo coat was three wearings past the 
cleaners now! Her hair—the hair that 
used to be so golden and shining—was 
dull and mousy because she didn’t 
brush it. Sylvia had on suede pumps too, 
but she hadn’t been able to find her 
suede brush for a month, and she hadn’t 
bought a new one, because ... well, 
why goon? And then she thought of the 
mornings, and she blushed for shame! 
Mornings when she’d come to breakfast 
in an old cotton over a 
nightie, with her hair in curlers, and her 
slippers run down at the heels, and not 


housecoat 


even lipstick on. 
““Oh-oh-oh!”’ thought 
feex!”’ And she feexed. 
These girls proved something to me. 
They proved that if a wife (and re- 
member, I was a wife) will adopt the 
attitude of the working girl, which ts the 
I - can - be - fired - if - I - don’t - work - 
at - it attitude, she won’t have to worry 


Sylvia, “I 


about office competition. 

If she'll remembcr that when he 
married her she, too, was a “smart 
dresser,” and he didn’t necessarily have 
to know what went on behind the scenes 
to make her so. She was good-natured 

. and he didn’t know that sometimes 
it was an effort! She appeared interested 
in his talk, whether or not it privately 
bored her. She liked discussing bis day, 
as well as hers and seemed to think it 
fascinating. 

After all, most young wives today 
have worked in business .. . remember? 
They should know how absorbing a job 
can be toa man. So... please treat 
marriage as you used to treat your job, 
girls, and don’t think about us Career 
Girls as man-hunters. Because, honestly, 
we don’t want your men. We each want 
one of our own! + 


| 
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WATCH OUT FOR 


WINTER AILIWENTS 


¢ 

COLDS should be treated prompt- 
fly! They often occur when body 
resistance is low, due perhaps to 
insufficient sleep, lack of fresh air, 
improper nutrition, or exposure to 

hanges in weather. The cold may 

ower resistance still further and, 
if neglected, may lead to influenza, 
pneumonia or other infections, 


I N FLU ENZA, while more serious 


than a cold, is not usually danger- 
ous in itself. It may, however, 
weaken the system and pave the 
way for other illnesses. Fortunate- 
ly, there is a new vaccine which 
has been used with considerable 
success against certain types of in- 
fluenza. The doctor may recom- 
mend this vaccine if an epidemic 
threatens, if a person suffers from 
frequent colds, or if poor physical 
condition makes influenza a special 
danger. 


PNEUMONIA is stil! a serious 


disease that calls for prompt diag- 
nosis and treatment. The sulfa 
drugs and penicillin are highly 
effective in most cases, but they 
must be given early for best results, 
Your doctor now has a vaccine 
which provides protection against 
many of the most common types 
of pneumonia. One type of this 
disease, virus pneumonia, does not 
respond to the vaccine, sulfa drugs 
or penicillin. Although seldom fatal, 
it should have immediate medical 
attention, 


The best protection against winter ailments is keeping in 
good physical condition. If you catch a cold, try to get all the 
rest you can, eat lightly, drink plenty of liquids, and cover your 
coughs and sneezes so that you will not infect others, 


IF FEVER ACCOMPANIES A COLD, 
CALL A DOCTOR IMMEDIATELY! 


For more helpful information 
about winter ailments, send for 
Metropolitan’s free booklet, 
19-L, “Respiratory Diseases.” 


ee eae ee 


Metropolitan Life 


Insurance Company 


(A MUTUAL COMPANY) Motropolitan Life Insurance Company 


Canadian Ilead Office, Cttawa. 


Iiome Office: New York 


Please send me the free booklet, 
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JOHN MILLS 


For the Royal Command Performance, 
A Film of Adventure, As Well As An 
Adventure in Film-Going. 





Those films which stand out most vividly 
in memory for years after they have been 
seen, are often the ones which are most 
difficult to describe. 


The sensations of an audience watching 
THE RED SHOES, for instance, for the 
first time, are almost impossible to report. 


* * * 
SCOTT OF THE ANTARCTIC belongs 


in the class of the unforgettable. It was 
chosen for the Royal Command Perform- 
ance, in London, now the premier honor 
in motion pictures and the film event of 
the year. 


* * * 


Its star is John Mills who recently became 
Britain’s most popular actor. The producer 
is Michael Balcon of Ealing. 


* * * 


When the real drama of this great adventure, 
expertly told and replayed, is interpreted 
by the Technicolor cameras with authentic 
Antarctic backgrounds, it regains again all 
the excitement it held when it dominated 
the headlines. 


* * ” 


Not only this great story but one of the 
reaches the 


greatest of all story-tellers, 
screen among the new pictures. Somerset 
Maugham has blended four of his best-read 
stories including “Alien Corn’’, to make the 
film, QUARTET and is himself appearing 
in the picture. 


* * * 


Mr. P. and Mr. T. or, (to give it its full 
title), MR. PERRIN AND MR. TRAILL, 
comes from Hugh Walpole’s best-seller con- 
cerning the private lives of school-teachers. 
The cast is noteworthy: David Farrar, 
(BLACK NARCISSUS); Greta Gynt, 
(TAKE MY LIFE); Marius Goring, (THE 
RED SHOES). 
* * * 


For the local playdate on any J. Arthur Rank picture, 
ask at your own Theatre. 
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We Struck It Rich 
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She went out into 
45 below weather to cut stumps There 


father and mother. 


was no money for coal oil or even 
candles, and flickering light from the 
little barrel heater was their only 
illumination. Entertaining the children 
during those long evenings was no prob- 
lem for her; she told them fairy stories, 
and her gentle voice gave age-old tales 
new enchantment. And always as she 
talked she listened for the comforting 
sound of her husband’s step at the Hoor. 

“When [I saw Acel come in with a 
200-pound sack of flour strapped on his 
back . . . he had walked the 28 miles 
. . . I felt secure for another month.” 

Each year Mabel baked 4,000 loaves 
of bread. When there was no money 
for yeast the children’s schoo! lunches 
were hot cakes and lard. She made 
wheat pies out of bread dough, “‘pump- 
*kin” pie out of boiled carrot pulp. Acel 
was a good hunter and when he bagged 
a deer they celebrated with venison 
steaks. Mrs. Giauque learned to fry 
bear meat and render the fat. And every 
summer she picked almost 100 quarts of 
blueberries and cranberries. 

““We take our turkey plain now,” Mrs. 
Giauque says. “‘We never want to taste 
cranberries again!” 

In 1937 the Giauques decided to head 
north. Before they 4eft, they held an 
auction. Acel asked the crowd of neigh- 
bors for bids on the family stove, beds, 
and few pieces of furniture: His en- 
thusiasm was catching. By the end of 
the evening they were over $50 richer 

ina community where a dollar bill was 
as rare as an orange. 

They used the money to buy an old 
touring car and trailey Then the poor 
Giauques, “that crazy bunch heading 
nowhere,” as the neighbors put it, 
bounced out of the gate and up the road, 
four of them crammed in the front scat, 
five in the back with Kyden the cat. 

“They slept at night in a small weather- 
beaten tent and every meal was corn 
and potatoes. The road was bad, the 
car broke down, and Acel had to 4ix 
it. But watching the rugged landscape 
through the windshield, Mabel felt 
happy. She was going to like this 
northland! It took several days to travel 
to Lac la Biche. They could go no 
farther by car; it was rail from there 

and they were stony broke. It took 
Acel days of walking through the district 
to find a buyer for their battered car. 
When he finally did they still lacked 
enough money for train tickets. Fred 
solved that by stealing a ride in the 
coal tender. Nine Giauques, tired and 
somewhat grimy but cheerful and broke 
as usual, reached Fort McMurray, rail- 
head to the north. Things bad to be 
better here, and for a while it looked as 
if they would be, for minutes after they 
reached McMurray Fred found a bit of 


i gold while washing in a creek. 


Cook for the Lumber Camp 


Looking back on it now, Acel and 
Mabel realize fate wasn’t ready to be 
kind so soon. Acel couldn’t find work 
for weeks, and when he did get a job 
piling logs for a lumber company they 
paid him in merchandise orders. That 
was all right until they found that mer- 
chants wouldn’t always take them! 
“Hfubie had no shoes,”” Mabel says, a 
trace of bitterness still in her voice, “and 


when the two of us walked five miles 
to the store with a company purchase 
order, the man just laughed at me. 
‘These things are no good!’ he said.” 

Those orders worried Mabel Giauque. 
No mother could keep a family secure 
and happy on that setup. The camp 
cook had left, and Mabel went to the 
company superintendent with an offer. 
“T’ll cook for this lumber camp,” she 
told him, “if you'll give me enough food 
and a place to live for my children.” 
The superintendent grudgingly agreed, 
and a happy mother was able to move 
her family out of the tent. 

McMurray is a fair distance north, 
but it wasn’t far enough for Acel, so 
the following year he began taking his 
pay in lumber, and during the long days 
of northland summer he and his sons 
built a cabin boat—*The Mabel G.” 

In the spring of 1940 Acel and the 
three oldest boys were helping load boats 
at Fitzgerald. Mabel Giauque was in 
McMurray while the smaller children 
attended school. She had been ill that 
past winter, and as soon as school closed 
she and the youngsters headed back to 
Saskatchewan, where she underwent an 
operation. Convalescing on her mother’s 
farm there, she eagerly read the air-mail 
letters her husband sent faithfully. 
“We're in Yellowknife now,” he wrote, 
“and we've fixed upa nice little cabin. 
We want you!” 

Their cabin was set on a rock, .over- 
looking the crooked streets that ran 
down to the inland sea of Great Slave 
Lake. Mabel felt immediately at home 
in the bustling, workaday town. They 
were really north, and for the next year 
“The Mabel G.” earned a living for 
them as a water taxi and supply boat. 

Acel bought the caterpillar tractor in 
1943, and they worked hard log booming 
and hauling supplies. Slowly their 
savings increased, until they had almost 
$6,000. They were ready to make the 
gamble. With the money they bought 
tents, dynamite, tools and grub for a 
summer’s bushwacking. Mabel stayed 
in Yellowknife caring for the younger 
children. 
search of gold, picked at rocks beside 
half a hundred lakes, trudged through 


Acel and the oldest boys, in 


bog, muskeg and timber. It wasn’t easy, 
staking claims. But sacrifice was forgot- 
ten when they learned samples of ore sent 
to the assaying oflice yielded a high 
return of gold. They had struck it rich! 

Money makes money, they say, and 
that’s how it was with the Giauques. 
A bit of gold from that first mine was 
kept. by Acel to make a new wedding 
ring for his wife. But most of their new 
wealth was reinvested in the next sum- 
Acel and two of 
the boys, Bruce and Hubie, willingly 
gambled their portion of the money on 
a plane and more equipment. The other 
boys preferred to bury their talents in 
the ground, and now work for the more 


mer’s prospecting. 


venturesome members of the family. 
For that gamble paid off in more strikes 
and further capital. Today Acel, Bruce 
and Hubie are full partners in the 
Giauque enterprises. 

What do you suppose you'd buy if 
you had been poor all your life, and 
suddenly gota lot of money? Acel and 
Mabel Giauque did the first real shop- 
ping in years in Edmonton. They even 
spent $230 so they might fly there! Arm 
in arm they wandered like happy honey- 
mooners through the attractive stores. 
They weren’t interested in fancy stick- 


pins or French perfumes—they had 





known too much want ever to be reck- 
less with Yellowknife’s 
millionaire and his lady bought furni- 
ture, a refi iwerator and a vacuum cleaner 
fora siart. Mabel had scrubbed clothes 
on a board, often using melted snow. 
So a home Jaundry came next. 

Then Acel gave her surprise gifts—an 
engagement ring to replace the one she’d 


money. first 


been forced to pawn so long ago. This 
new ring, sparkling with diamonds, will 
be hers for always. And she was equally 
thrilled with his second gift—a muskrat 
coat. Acel felt a deep satisfaction, for 
all through the hard times there had 
never been money to buy a present for 
her at birthdays or Christmas, 


Time to Relax 


The Giauques, always travelers, get 
around now more than ever. Business 
interests keep them in Edmonton a lot, 
so Mr. Giauque has bought a home 
there. It’s not pretentious, but then 
the Giauques are not pretentious people. 

As a businessman, Mr. Giauque needs 
lessons from no one. He’s not cunning 
or hard, but he can spot a bad deal 
a mile away. He’s been cautious ever 
since a certain plausible stranger sold 
him a sawmill! 

‘“Let’s start an airplane servicing 
company,” he said to his sons when he 
found that his planes—he owns three 
of them—weren’t being repaired quickly 
enough. That company, like all the 
other Giauque enterprises, is a pros- 
perous, paying concern. Acel keeps 
more than 60 men busy in his prospect- 
ing companies, aircraft plant and inci- 
dental interests. 

At the drop of a hat Mr. Giauque 
will show you colored home movies, his 
Cheerfully he pro- 
duces dozens of cans of film. ‘‘Here’s 
an interesting reel,” he’ll say, and 
moments later you’re watching Canada’s 
colorful north unfolding, while host 
Giauque and his wife make sure that 
you miss no important points. “Look 
there, now!” he’ll exclaim. ‘See the 
color of that rock? ‘Canary bloom’ we 
call it, it means there’s uranium there.” 

There'll be more movies and more 
experiences to relate because each sum- 
mer Acel and Mabel Giauque head back 
to their beloved northland to hunt new 
adventures and enjoy the fellowship of 
Both of them are eager to 
be on the go. Maybe that’s why Mabel 
Giauque confessed when she accom- 
panied Acel ona recent trip that she was 
impatient and restless. 

‘*Acel had to leave home on business,” 
she explained, “but we'll be glad to get 
back te the cottage at Yeliwwknife, back 
to the bush country. Ina big city there’s 
so little for me to do!” 


one extravagance, 


their sons. 


Mabel Giauque accepts their riches 
as philosophically as she accepted pov- 
erty. The happiness of her husband 
and family has always come first, and 
she achieved that long ago. Her stecl- 
grey hair is now softly curled; her suit 
becomingly tailored She enjoys pretty 
earrings and dashing hats. But Acel 
and the boys cannot stop her from scrub- 
bing floors or ironing of their shirts. 
Habits of a lifetime aren’t easily changed. 

‘Plenty of time to relax later,” she 
tells Acel when he protests. It has been 
easier for him to adjust. But she is 
the woman, the mother, who had known 
life as a stab of uneased pain, a child’s 
sob of hunger, an empty flour sack. 

It will take her a little longer. 
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the pillow, holding the little doll against 
her cheek. She was resentful and bitter. 
And mixed with the bitterness was a 
sense of guilt. Girls ought to'love their 
mothers. Some day God would probably 
punish her because she didn’t love hers. 
She loved her father, whom she had 
never seen, her gay and handsome 
father. Her mother said he was hand- 
some and charming. But she didn’t love 
her mother. And the reason was because 
her mother had left her father, divorced 
him. She said they didn’t get along and 
that she stopped loving him so she left 
him. Her mother was to blame for it all. 
If she had only kept on living with her 
father, they would have had a real 
home. Not two small housekeeping 
rooms withra kitchenette. There wasn’t 
even a yard for them. Well, there was 
a yard, but it belonged to the people 
downstairs who owned the house, and 
they didn’t want children running 
around over their irises and dahlias. It 
didn’t matter so much any more. She 
was 14, and you don’t need a yard quite 
so much then. And from now on she 
would be away at boarding school so 
much. But that was just it. She 
wouldn’t need to be away at school if 
they hada real home. They could have 
been a real family with her mother 
baking fudge cakes and tying her head 
up in a huck towel when she cleaned 
house, the way Julie’s mother did. And 
perhaps her father wouldn’t be a naval 
oflicer then. Perhaps he would come 
home every night with a briefcase under 
his arm, and say, “Well, what have you 
been doing all day, Punkin?” Julie’s 
father called her Punkin. 

Why, why had her mother left her 
father? How could any woman leave a 
man as delightful and romantic as her 
father was? 

Tomorrow she was going home for the 
long week end. All the other girls had 
washed and set their hair and put fresh 
polish on their nails and saved out thei 
nicest underwear to put on in the 
morning. But Manda dreaded it. Four 
days with her mother. Four days to 
try to act the way her mother wanted 
her to, and never succeeding, and always 
seeing that waiting, unhappy look in 
the back of her mother’s eyes. She 
didn’t want to go home! 

She was on Kitchen Committee this 
week, and that meant washing and 
putting away the dishes after breakfast. 
The others on her committee kept 
saying, “Hurry, Manda. Mac will soon 
be here.”” Mac was the driver of the bus 
for Mary Beecher House. But Manda 
didn’t feel like hurrying. Why should 
she? Even when she did get home there 
would be nobody there. Her mother 
had a job as switchboard operator in an 
insurance office downtown. 

Mrs. Kordoy stood in the doorway 
and inspected the girls and said good-by 
when they filed past her. Manda was 
the last. Mrs. Kordoy put her hand on 
Manda’s shoulder, “I hope you have 
a happy holiday, Manda. And give 
my regards to your mother.” 

Manda said politely, “Yes, thank 
you.” 

She got off the big yellow bus and 
took a streetcar. It was only a 15- 
minute ride, 

Mrs. Porter 
making pies. 


was in the kitchen 
She took the key down 


from the clock shelf and gave it to 
Manda. 

“My son and daughter and their 
families are coming for dinner tomorrow. 
I’ll have to put all the leaves in the 
table. There’ll be 12 of us, not counting 
the baby.” She looked contentedly 
happy. “What are you and your mother 
going to do?” 

Manda said brightly, “I imagine 
mother left a note. She always does.” 

She went up the stairs and down the 
dim hall and unlocked the room at the 
end. She put her overnight bag beside 
her cot in the little bedroom, and her 
purse on the dresser. Her mother’s 
amber comb and brush and mirror lay 
in an orderly row. Everything looked 
as if it had been dusted that morning. 

There was a note in the corner of the 
mirror. Her mother always left one 
there. She wrote,—‘Hello, Manda. 
Don’t be alarmed if you don’t see any 
food in the icebox because I thought 
that we would eat out tomorrow. You 
be thinking of some nice place you want 
Be sure you eat enough luach. 
There’s a can of tunafish. I put a little 
package for you in your dresser drawer. 
See you tonight. Mother.” 

Manda opened the drawer. In a 
brown paper sack she found a pair of 
white fur mittens, the kind girls were 
wearing /ast year. This year they wore 
knitted ones with flowers on the backs 
of them. 

She slipped her hands into them. They 
were the right size, but they made her 
hands look like a bear’s paws. She 
stared at them, hating them. 


to go. 


HER MOTHER was always trying to 
do things for her. As if she were trying 
to make up for something. There was 
only one thing she could have done that 
Manda wanted. She could have stayed 

arried to her father and given her a 
home. 

She went out to the kitchenette and 
took the white pitcher out of the cup- 
board and went down the hall to the 
bath. That was another thing she 
hated, sharing the bath. She came back 
and poured the cold water into a glass 
and drank it. 

There was a two-burner gas plate on 
an oilcloth-covered table in the kitchen- 
ette. Ona shelf above it were pepper and 
salt and matches. A little drop-leaf 
table stood against the wall, covered 
with a poppy-splattered cloth, a hole 
in the middle of it neatly darned. There 
were two chairs. There wasn’t room for 
anything else. The kitchenette was 
under the eaves so that you could stand 
up straight only on one side of it. 

She went into what they called their 
“front” room. It had one overstuffed 
chair in a deep maroon color. If you 
sat in it, you went down a little on one 
side where the spring was weak. There 
was occasional chair and a 
brown leather hassock and an ancient 
oak library table where her mother kept 
stationery and ink in a drawer. On top 
of the table was a bowl of imitation 
asters, banked by the two tall red 
candles her mother had bought the 
Christmas before last and put in the 
little glass star-shaped holders from the 
dime store. The candles had never been 
lighted, and they were faded to a deep 
pink by the sun, and the wicks looked 
dusty. 

On the walls were snapshots of 
Manda. Enlarged snapshots with 


another 
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Have You Seen This 


NEW DISCOVERY 


about 


Hot Water? 







it's “packaged-in-glass”‘ hot water— 
and it means cleaner, purer, auto- 
matic hot water for your home, 
absolutely free of tank rust or cor: 
rosion stain! 
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Would you and your family 

enjoy it? Then let the Inglis 

Glasteel Water Heater give L 

you this great convenience and i 

health protection. ty 
Tank rust that ruins clean 

laundry . . .corrosion dirt that 

soils your bath—banish them 

both with the modern water ‘ 

heater that gives you “pack- 

aged-in-glass” hot water. 

| 


Smooth modern beauty, too, 
with baked-on-steel enamel, 
gleaming white. No legs, no 
outside gadgets, no pipes 
where they show! 


And always—all the clean 
hot water you need for every 
home use. Fully automatic, gas 
or electric. 





The Inglis Glasteel Water Heater tank is glass-fused-to-steel, 
sanitary as a clean drinking glass. No matter what kind of water 
you have, the tank CANNOT rust or corrode. See this modern 
water heater today. At better appliance dealers everywhere, 





CANADA 





Inglis Glastee! Water Heaters are manufactured under license from A. O. Smith Corp., Milwaukee, U.S A, 
| Consumer Products Division — John Inglis Co. Limited, Toronto 
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GBELECTRIC 
LAMPS 


to help you improve your home 


Fare he 





To get the most use and beauty from your 


~ home, its decoration and furnishings, be 
kine sure to have adequate light and use the 


correct size lamp bulb in every lamp. 


Choose the lighting that appeals to you, 


that blends with your decorative scheme. 






Be sure that it gives a good distribution of 
glare-free light . . . and use the correct size 


of General Electric lamp bulb. 


Remember there’s a G-E Lamp for every 





lighting need. 


They Stay Bughter Longer! 


Listen to the C-G-E Radio Programme — Leslie Bell Singers — Howard Cable 
Orchestra — Charles Jordan — every Sunday — Dominion Network — C.B.C, 


CANADIAN GENERAL ELECTRI 


HEAD OFFICE: TORONTO — SALES OFFICES COAST TO COAST 
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Lay the Floor Yoursel 


by John Caulfield Smith 


Home Planning Editor 


THY NOT build that recreation 
room you’ve been planning on, 
this winter? Your first problem 
is where to locate the room. If 
you have a boiler or furnace with 

automatic firing you can build the room 
around it. If yours is an older house, 
however, and the furnace room is also 
used for the laundry and fuel bin, better 
look elsewhere. Choose the largest 
unoccupied space at your disposal—a 
place that has sufficient head room, and 
is dry and easy to heat. 

You may not require a whole section 
of the basement for your recreation 
room. It’s easy to divide it up. A 
wooden two by four is used as a plate on 
which to build the necessary partition. 
The plate is fastened by means of 
screws which extend through it into 
expansion shields set in the floor. Holes 
to receive the shields are made with a 
star drill and a hammer. Of course, the 
bottom of the plate should be coated 
with bituminous paint to protect it from 
moisture rising through the floor. 

A similar plate is fastened to the 
ceiling joists and the space between the 
plates is filled with two by four studs 
erected vertically on 24-inch centres. 
Short horizontal sections of two by 
fours inserted midway between the 
studs will greatly strengthen the parti- 
tion. Face it and the ceiling with wall- 
board, 


Surface Should Be Smooth 


For the floor, asphalt tile is a practical 
covering which may be laid directly on 
top of concrete. It is colorful, resilient, 
and long lasting. Very littie care is 
required for its upkeep and it has many 


advantages. It repels water and resists 
cigarette and match burns. 

A reasonably smooth 
necessary for proper application of 
asphalt tile. If the floor ts only slightly 
uneven the tile will conform to its 
contours, but if there are serious hollows 
or irregularities they must first be filled. 
A mastic mix is used, employing the 
proportions of one cubic foot of cement 
to three cubic feet of sand to 124% gallons 
of emulsified asphalt. (These quantities 
make enough material to cover an arca 
of 100 square feet 1% inch thick.) The 
mix does not have to be heated. It is 
applied with a trowel and should be 
given two days in which to set. 

Often, in finishing a concrete floor the 
trowel marks dry in little ridges. They 
should be smoothed with a carborundum 
stone. If they’re very uneven it may 
be necessary to apply a coating of floor- 
ing cement to the concrete and lay a 
layer of asphalt-saturated felt over it. 
Before putting down the felt, see that 
the concrete is dry, clean and free from 
any foreign matter. It should be treated 
with an asphalt concrete primer betore 
the flooring cement is applied. 

Asphalt tiles may be obtained from 
stores and dealers specializing in tloor- 
ing. The tiles are nine inches square 
and \ inch thick. The colors and effects 
available are practically limitless and 
any number of attractive patterns can be 
worked out. Manufacturers also make 
decorative insets two inches wide, feature 
strips and bases of various heights. 

After you’ve chosen or developed a 
floor design, you’d be well advised to 
measure the size of your recreation 
room and draw a plan showing the tile at 
a scale of 14 inch equals one foot. Re- 
member, when the time comes to lay 
the tile, work from the centre of the 


surface 1s 


{sphalt tile makes a highly satisfactory and colorful floor 


covering for your recreation room—water-repellent and burn- 


resistant. But be sure to follow directions carefully to get 


the happy result shown below. 


Photo courtesy Canadian Johns-Manville. 
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room. This will ensure that you'll have 
a border of approximately the same 
width on all four sides. To locate the 
centre of the room stretch a cord from 
two corners to the corners diagonally 
opposite them. The centre is where the 
cords intersect. Having found it, 
establish your north-south and east-west 
centre lines and chalk them on the floor. 

There are a few precautions to observe 
in installing asphalt tile. They, and the 
recreation room, should be kept at a 
temperature of 70 degrees for two days 
before and after they are laid. The tiles 
must be heated before being applied, 
cither by using a blowtorch or by hold- 
ing them over the burner of a gas or 
electric range. Since they hold heat well 
a number can be warmed and stacked 
one at a time. 

The concrete floor on which asphalt 
tiles are laid must be free from dust and 
dampness. Flooring cement is used to 
secure the tiles to the floor but before it 
is applied the concrete requires a coat of 
asphalt primer. The mastic employed 
for filling low spots need not be primed. 
In laying the tile, the correct procedur« 
is to trowel flooring cement along the 
centre lines, taking care not toapply more 
cement than can be covered with tile in 
an hour. After the tiles have been laid 
along the centre lines, it’s a simple 
matter to install the remainder. 

Rarely does a border work out 
exactly the same width as a tile. If 
trimming is necessary, heat the tile till 
it bends easily, then score it on the back 
by drawing a linoleum knife along the 
edge of a metal ruler or bar. The tile 
will break along the desired line quite 
easily. Incidentally, at doorways and 
other exposed locations, asphalt tile 
should be protected with metal edging 
made especially for this purpose. 

Q: What color scheme is best for a 
basement recreation room? 

A: Bright, cheery colors are recom- 
mended. A light-toned ceiling, for 
instance, will make a room appear 
higher than it actually is. It will also aid 
in obtaining maximum illumination. 

Q: Do the prices of asphalt tile vary? 

A: Yes. There are a number of price 
ranges. The lightest-colored tile usually 
costs the most and the darkest-colored 
tile the least. A checkerboard pattern 
is an economical compromise. 

Q: Is acoustic tile satisfactory for 
recreation room ceilings? 

A: Definitely. It will reduce the 
amount of noise penetrating to the 
floor above. Acoustic tile should, of 
course, be applied in accordance with the 
manufacturer’s directions. 

Q: Does the marbleized type of 
asphalt tile show dirt less than tiles in 
plain colors? 

A: Yes. Dust and dirt are less 
noticeable against marbleized patterns. 
However, plain colors are very effective 
when used in small areas or as borders. 

Q: Is built-in furniture practical in a 
basement recreation room? 

A: Very much so. But do not build 
in upholstery, though, since in summer 
dampness may result in its being 
damaged by mildew. 

Q: What is the best way to clean and 
wax asphalt tile? 

A: Mop the floor with warm water in 
which pure mild soap has been dissolved. 
For stubborn spots use fine steel wool 
wrapped in a cloth dipped in the water. 
Finish by mopping with clear water. 
Never use turpentine, gasoline or abra- 
A liquid water wax is recom- 
mended for waxing, not a paste wax. # 
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Basic CRANE aquatity 


In bathroom installations, what you don’t see is 





equally important as the gleaming surface beauty 
of smartly designed fixtures and fittings. In the 
manufacture of CRANE equipment, every article is 
checked and double-checked to assure a lifetime of 
trouble-free service as well as lasting visible beauty. 
The complete CRANE line offers a wide choice of 


modern plumbing and heating supplies for every 


home, for every budget. 










CRANE LIMITED AND SUBSIDIARY COMPANIES 


CRANE LIMITED, General Office: 1170 Beaver Hall Square, Montreal 2, Canada 
18 branches in Canadian Cities and Newfoundiand 
s 
Products of the following subsidiary companies are manufactured to 
Crane standards of quality: 
CANADIAN POTTERIES Limited WARDEN KING Limited 
PORT HOPE SANITARY Manufacturing Co. Limited 
CRANE STEELWARE Limited ALLIANCEWARE Ltd. 
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SAFELY Relieves TIRED, SMARTING 


EYES In SECONDS! 


Wonderful EYE-GENE! Just 
‘two drops in your eyes that are 
tired or irritated from wind, 
glare, overwork, lack of sleep 
or smoke—will relieve, rest, 
refresh, clear them in seconds. 
Use it every day. EYE-GENE 
is safe and gentle. 25¢, 60¢, and 
$1 eye-dropper 

bottles at 
Druggists. 
Insist on 
EYE-GENE! 


oun! of sth uaa o> 


@ Guaranteed by © 






Snap back with 
azz 


* 
745 aoveanstn ES 


DEAF ? 


—Here’s Good News! 


Thousands are regaining the joy and hap- 
piness of hearing with a revolutionary 
new and amazingly economical hearing 
aid that’s ready to wear without indi- 
vidual “fitting.”” Costs half or less than 
half the price of others. Operates at less 
cost (34 of a cent per hour battery cost) 
than any other single-unit hearing aid of 
equal power. It has the acceptance of the 
American Medical Association, Council 
on Physical Medicine. 

This new, lightweight, single-unit hear- 
ing aid is the product of the Zenith Radio 
laboratories, world-famous for their 30 
years of research and leadership in radi- 
omics exclusively. 

Anyone who wishes to try this amazing 
new hearing aid can do so for 10 days—at 
home, at work, anywhere—on a Hear Bet- 
ter or Pay Nothing (money-back) Offer.* 


If you want zo delight family and friends 
who want you to hear and enjoy life with 
them, just drop a postcard to the Zenith 
Radio Corporation of Canada, Ltd., Dept. 
CT19, Canada Trust Bldg., Windsor, On- 
tario, for full, free information about their 
Hear Better or Pay Nothing Offer. Made 
by the makers of world-famous Zenith 
Radios. 


*Trial offer available on direct sales by Zenith 
Radio Corporation of Canada, Ltd. 














YA 
HANDIEST THING IN THE HOUSE 
FOR 101 EVERYDAY USES 


Look for the trademark ‘Vaseline’— 
it is your guarantee of the highest 
quality petrole um jelly. Jars. 15¢, 
20¢, 30¢. Tubes 20¢, 25¢, 30¢. 


FREE YOURS 
READY! 


BIG 1949 
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corners that curled up. There was one 
stuck in the mirror of the dresser, and 
one backed up against the 
African violets on the table beside her 
mother’s bed. 

Once Julie had asked her home for a 
week end. That was the time her mother 
was in the hospital having her tonsils 


out. Her mother said she should go to 
Julie’s. She said she’d be all right, after 


all, it was just tonsils. Manda went to 
Julie’s. She felt guilty. She knew she 
should have gone home and taken her 
mother a book to read or a magazine. 
But she didn’t. 


Julie lived in a house out in the 
country club section. It had eight 
rooms and two baths and two-car 


garage. A woman came in every night 
to serve the dinner and wash up the 
dishes afterward. Julie’s father and 
mother played golf a lot together, and 
they were always razzing each other 
about their scores. One night when they 
were Julie took Manda all 
through the house. There were traverse 
draperies in every room and a fireplace 
in the master bedroom and a concert 
grand in the living room. Then they 
went to the kitchen and made peanut 
butter fudge, and Manda sat on a long- 
legged stool and watched Julie at the 
white electric range, and she kept think- 
ing of the two-burner gas plate in their 
own kitchenette. 

Manda took-a nap in the afternoon, 
and when she woke up it was snowing, 
great heavy flakes that batted gently 
against the windows. At a quarter to 
six her mother came home. Manda 
heard her steps cn the stairs, and she 
braced herself against the opening of 
the door. Her mother always looked so 
eager and happy when she first came in, 
and then there was the transition— 
there was always the transition—to 
determined gaiety. 

Manda thought, desperately, what 
can I do? What does she want of me? 
But she knew, and she knew that she 
could not give it. 


alc me, 


THE DOOR opened. Manda’s mother 
stood the re, smiling, the snow melting 
on her hat and the little brown collar 
of her coat. She was tall and slender and 
she had warm dark eyes. She said, 
“Hello, darling. My, it’s nice to come 
home to find you waiting for me.” 
Manda thought, It’s your fault I’m 
not here all the time. You sent me to 
boarding school. You said it would be 
better than my being here alone so 
much. She said, “It was nice of you to 
get me the mittens, mother. They 
should keep me warm, shouldn’t they?” 
There was a little note of pleasure in 


her mother’s voice. “Do you really like 
them, Manda? I’m so glad—sometimes 


1 don’t know She went into the 
kitchenette with her packages. “I 
brought some chow mein for supper, 
Manda. Subgum, your favorite. My, 
that snow is wet, look at my coat.” 

Manda went to the kitchenette. “‘ You 
hang up your coat, mother. I'll heat 
the chow mein.” 

She pulled up one leaf of the table and 
set the two plates and forks and filled 
the tea ball and folded two paper nap- 
kins. Her mother divided the chow 
mein and she gave Manda most of the 
noodles and the almonds and the little 
strips of chicken. “I'd rather see you 
eat it,” she said, when Manda protested. 


ey? . .» 
I’m not very hungry. 


pot of 


They washed the dishes in a very 
short time. That was the trouble. There 
was never enough to do at home. Then 
they went into the front room and 
Manda’s mother asked her questions 
about school. She looked interested and 
understanding and it was as though she 
were trying to throw a line of rope 
across the chasm between them. But 
there was nothing on the other side for 
the rope to catch onto, and it kept 
falling back. After a while Manda 
covered a little yawn with her hand. 

Her mother said quickly, “You're 
tired, Manda. You go ahead and have 
your bath first tonight.” 

Manda wasn’t tired a bit, but she 
stood up and stretched out her arms and 
yawned again. Taking a bath, going to 
bed, anything was better than sitting 
and talking like this and knowing she 
was being a disappointment again. 

She was still awake when her mother 
came tiptoeing back from the bathroom, 
her damp towel over her arm, smelling a 
little of carnation bath powder. But she 
kept her eyes closed, and her mother 
turned off the light quietly and got into 
bed. Manda opened her eyes into the 
darkness and lay listening to the gentle 
sounds of the snow and the wind around 
the roof and the ticking of the alarm 
clock and the rustle of the covers on her 
mother’s bed. She lay awake for a long 
time, and she knew her mother was 
awake too. 

It snowed all night, and next morning 
all of the roofs and the trees 
covered with snow. 

aa good thing you wore your galoshes, 


were 


Manda.” Her mother smiled at her 
gaily. They were ready by 12 o'clock 


to go downtown for their dinner. 

When they went downstairs they 
could smell the roast in Mrs. Porter’s 
oven. Her daughter was setting the 
table in the dining room. Her son was 
showing his wife some snapshots in an 
old album. Mr. Porter was holding the 
baby on his knee and trying to keep his 
pipe out of its fingers. 

It was very cold outside. They walked 
over to the streetcar line, their breath 
white in the air. Manda wore the big 
white fur mittens because she knew 
her mother would be pleased. But 
nobody else was wearing mittens like 
them. 

They had to wait for a table, but 
after a while the hostess seated them 
at a table that had not been cleared 
of its dirty dishes. She handed them 
menus, murmuring apologetically, ““—so 
busy” and went away. 

Manda held the menu up in front of 
herself so that she wouldn't have to look 
at the greenish-looking piece of lemon 
pie full of cigarette ashes that someone 
had left. 

This was no way to eat dinner. She 
kept thinking of the Porters. They 
were all together and they loved each 
other and they laughed a lot and they 
would all sit around their table with the 
roast in front of Mr. Porter. There 
wouldn’t be stains on the tablecloth or 
harried - looking waitresses running 
around or people on the other side of a 
rope barrier waiting impatiently for 
them to get through and go. 

Her mother said, “Shall we really 
celebrate, Manda? Shall we go to a 
movie after dinner? There’s a good one 
at the Rio.” 

Manda said, “That would be fun.” 

Her mother said, uncertainly, “Or is 
there something else you would rather 


do?” 





A waitress came and began piling the 
soiled dishes on a tray. ‘She spread a 
clean cloth over the old one and went 
away with the tray. 

Manda said, “No, 
anything else.” 

They were silent a moment and then 
her mother leaned toward her a little. 
She said in a low, desperate voice Manda 
had never heard before. “*Manda—tell 
me—what is it? What is it?” 

The waitress was back, 


I can’t think of 


her pencil 


poised over a pad. “Your orders, 
please.” 

Manda’s mother said, “You want 
fried chicken, don’t you, dear? Yes, 


the dinner, of course. The fruit cup, 
Manda? And the tomato juice for me. 
And the sweet potatoes and green peas. 
Milk and tea.” 

Manda said, 
matter, mother.” 

Her mother had her gloves between 
her hands, and she kept smoothing the 
fingers, over and over again. She said, 
“But there is. There is. Please. Let’s 
not evade it any longer. Can’t you tell 
me? I’d do anything in the world for 
you 

She stopped then, because Manda 
lifted her eyes and looked at her bitterly. 


“There’s nothing the 


“Except one thing,” she said. “One 
thing you could have done.” 
Her mother clenched her hands 


together over the gloves. She waited. 
She said, “‘What was it? What didn’t I 
do?” 

Manda said recklessly, “You could 
have stayed married to my father. I 
don’t know why you didn’t. Then we 
would have had a regular home. I don’t 
call two rooms and a kitchenette a 
home.” 

The waitress stopped beside the table 
again. “All out of sweet potatoes. 
Mashed all right?” 

Manda’s mother turned her head 
slowly. She looked at the waitress. 
“What? Oh. Yes. Of course.” 

She began twirling the water glass 
around and around in her hands. ‘“‘Is 
that it?” They sat in a little pool of 
silence. After a while she said, “‘We had 
a home once 

Manda stared at her. 
home. 
and |? 
town?” 

Her mother did not look at her. 
kept twirling the glass. 
town.” 

Manda leaned across the table, her 
hands holding tight to its edges to keep 
them from trembling. “Let’s go and 
see it. | want to see it.” 

“There are people living in it.” 

“IT don’t care. We won’t go in. I just 
want to see it.” 

She wanted to see the place where she 
had lived with her mother and father, 
when they had been a complete family. 
It would be something real to think 
about. She could say off-handedly to 
Julie, “We lived in the darlingest little 
place once 

She couldn’t eat. She kept putting her 
fork into the food and then, aftera while, 
she gave up pretending and put the fork 
down and waited. Her mother didn’t 
eat much either, 


“We had a 
You mean you and my father 
Where was it? Was it here in 


She 


“Yes, it’s in 


THEY WENT out and got on a street- 
car. Her mother said, “It’s way out 
past Lake Street—” But after Lake 
Street Manda began to look out of the 
window at the houses, thinking, perhaps 
it’s like this one—or this one. 

Continued on page 47 








HE CONTENTS of a can of condensed cream soup can do much 

more than make a bowl of delicious soup. It can be used as 

an ingredient in countless dishes from an a la king sauce to a 
party fish mold. 

For example, condensed cream soups make the smoothest sauce! 

Try cream of asparagus on eggs, chicken over broccoli, celery with 

carrots. Just heat the soup (with no extra liquid) in a double boiler, 


stirring until smooth. 


Use them to moisten dressings for meat, fish or fowl. Cream of 


celery is good with fish, mushroom or tomato with flank steak or 
spareribs and mushroom or celery with roast chicken. You may 
not need a whole can—use just enough to moisten the bread crumbs. 
Serve the rest for lunch next day. 

If you’re in a party mood, spoon concentrated cream soup into 
tiny pastry shells and heat in the oven before serving. Or spread 
thinly on slices ‘of buttered bread for toasted sandwich roll-ups. 

For flavorful creamed potatoes, cook raw cubed potatoes in soup 
—chicken, mushroom or celery. Add an equal quantity of milk to 


he soup and simmer all together, stirring frequently, for about 35 


minutes. (Use half a can of soup for four servings.) 
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NOup 


by MARIE HOLMES, Director Chatelaine Institute 


Wonderful party food—and inexpensive enough for 
any day in the week. Canned cream soups stretch and 
glamourize this gaily garnished salmon ring; add a 
smooth richness to our Quick Chicken a la king served 
in golden toast cups. (For recipes, see page 39) 








36 — Chatelaine, January, 1949 


“COUGHS COLDS 













Ye (4 Mustard will help halt progressing illness. 
Uj At the first sign of a Cold — take a hot mus- 
Yy, tard bath. Relax in its soothing warmth, then 
off to bed. It’s an easy and quick preventive. 


Write to Reckitt & Colman (Canada) Limited, 
Station T, Montreal, P.Q., for free copy of booklet 
giving the standard methods of using Mustard in 
treating many common illnesses and complaints. 


ea KEENS~COLMAN'S 


E 
Ki D.S.F. 


72), MUSTARD 


FROM ENGLAND 





When Colds 
Are Prevalent 


A SIMPLE TEST—Rinse mouth and throat thoroughly with Lavoris diluted half with 
water, and expel into basin of clear water. Note the amount of stringy matter expelled. 
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COOKIE 2B RECIPES 


CHATELAINE INSTIT 





THE PERFECT HOSTESS 


A good hostess knows how to entertain with no apparent effort. She’s 
learned how to prepare refreshments in advance so that when her 
guests arrive she can give them her full attention. Do you want to 
be a good hostess? Chatelaine has the answer in this valuable 
bulletin, “How to Give Successful Parties.” 


There's a treat in store for the home-from-school brigade if you send 
for the tweny-eight cookie recipes worked out by the culinary experts 
in our Chatelaine Institute. 


“HOW TO GIVE SUCCESSFUL PARTIES” 
Service Bulletin No. 102. Price 15 cents. 


“28 COOKIE RECIPES” 
Service Bulletin No. 2200. Price 10 cents. 


Order from 
CHATELAINE SERVICE BULLETIN DEPARTMENT 


481 University Ave., Toronto 2, Ont. 





A HOT MUSTARD BATH! 






eS LS 


Take a Tip 


eS 


“UME Vy Susie 





An electric teakettle is a very useful thing indeed. 
Any of the streamlined models will give boiling water in the 
twinkling of an eye (1 pint boils in approximately 3 minutes). 
Look for safety features such as automatic shut-off when the 
kettle goes dry, and steam-protector spout, 


Handy prepared date fillimg isa boon for between- 
meal snacks— especially when crisp winter air produces hearty 
appetites. Just open the jar and use “as is” for cookie, tart, 
sandwich, cream pie and layer cake fillings. 


Homemade bread jis an all-round favorite. For best 
results be sure to sprinkle the fast-rising, dry granular yeast 
over lukewarm water, as recommended on the yeast package, and 
then proceed according to your recipe. 


Synthetic straw whisks are very gay these days. 
They come in several sizes, are reasonably priced and the manu- 
facturer claims they generate enough static electricity to attract 
the dust to them. Easy to keep clean too—just swish about in 
mild, lukewarm suds, rinse and dry away from heat. Handy and 
light for traveling, too. 


> 


A dusting cloth impregnated with wax makes 
short, eflicient work of the daily dusting routine. It cleans 
and polishes as you rub up your furniture and woodwork. A 
larger cloth, packed in a tin can or a transparent envelope, is 
designed for the family car. 


A eceokbook packed with recipes of every kind, that’s a 
culinary encyclopedia as well — what more practical lasting 
way to express your good wishes to daughter, mother or new 
bride? We've just discovered this colossal book—so completely 
illustrated with black and white “how-to-do” photos as well 
as mouth-watering pictures of food in color. It’s the Encyclo- 
pedic Cookbook edited by Ruth Berolzheimer. Distributed in 
Canada by George J. McLeod Ltd., Toronto. 


Fireplace convenience. Place enough coal to fit your 
firebox in a number of separate paper bags when the coalman 
delivers your coal. Store the bags in a spot that’s handy to 
the fireplace if possible. Then set on top of the kindling, bag 
and all, and you'll have a fire without soiling your hands—and 
with very little trouble, too. 


A set of fluted-glass breakfast dishes makes 
an attractive picture on a gay tablecloth. The dishes look like 
milk glass, are quite inexpensive and may be bought “by the 
piece” if you wish, ; 


Be sure to get the mest from a can of vegetables, 
lhere is precious food value in the vegetable liquid, so use every 
drop by serving it with the vegetables — simmer it down — or 
save it and add to soups or gravies. Try combining with 
vegetable juices for cocktails, 


if a tuft of carpet sticks up above the surface like a sore 
thumb, don’t yank it out—that may loosen more of the pile, 
Instead, clip it even with the surface, using a pair of sharp 
scissors. 


Did vou know that chemists have found that fruits and 
vegetables keep fresher and hang on to their vitamins longei 
W hen they are kept tightly wrapped in transparent, moisture- 
proof paper wrapping? + 
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7 dite ple meal 


"NEW FLEISCHMANN’S ROYAL 
-_ Fast Rising Dry Yeast 


(Sf y 
CULE 


Chicken Pot Pi 


A little chicken goes much, much farther when you stretch 








it the Institute way. The golden-crusted tea biscuits, tender 


carrots and rich-flavored cream gravy will make it a hit 





with your family too. 


1 four- to five-pound boiling 
chicken 

1 teaspoon salt 

14 teaspoon pepper 

14 teaspoon celery salt 

1 large onion, chopped, if desired 


PREPARATION: Clean chicken and 
cut into small pieces for serving. Or 
have your butcher prepare it for you. 
METHOD: Place chicken pieces in a 
large pot. Cover with cold water and 
add salt, pepper, celery salt, onion and 
chopped celery. Bring to the boiling 
point, then simmer slowly until tender 
—1% to 2 hours. 

While the chicken is simmering, pre- 
pare tea biscuits, using your favorite 
recipe or packaged biscuit mix. You'll 
need two cups of flour or mix with 4 
cup of liquid to make a dozen biscuits. 
Make individual round biscuits, or roll 
the dough into a square, then cut into 
smaller squares for individual servings. 
About % hour before the chicken is 
done, bake the tea biscuits. 

When chicken is done, remove from 
liquid and keep hot in the warming 
oven. Or place in a tightly covered 
pot with 144 cup of chicken broth and 
set over a very low heat. Measure the 
liquid left and thicken with flour (using 





4 cup chopped celery, if desired 
Flour 

4 cup milk 

Grating of nutmeg 

Freshly baked tea biscuits 


3 tablespoons of flour to 2 cups liquid.) 
Blend flour into the % cup milk. 
Gradually add to the chicken stock, stir- 
ring constantly until thickened. Bring 
to a boil and add nutmeg. 

Split the freshly baked tea biscuits 
and place around edge of a warm platter. 
Put chicken pieces in the centre and 
cover with hot gravy. For color contrast 
garnish with chopped parsley, celery 
leaves or watercress. Place whole 
cooked carrots at each end of the platter. 
If the platter is a large one, serve all 
the vegetables on it, arranging them 
round the edge with the biscuits. Yield: 
6 servings. 


Pressure Cooker Method 


When cooking the chicken in the pres- 
sure cooker, add only 2 cups of water 
and cook at 15 pounds pressure for 25 
minutes. Allow pressure to go down 
to zero gradually. Otherwise, follow 
directions as given in the top-of-the- 
stove method. + 





@ Crisp dinner rolls... spicy rich 
dessert breads— what a sparkling 
addition they are to any meal! 
And how the family loves 
them—so fragrant, so mm-m! de- 
licious made with quick-acting 
Fleischmann’s Royal Fast Rising 
Dry Yeast. 

Fleischmann’s Royal Fast Ris- 
ing Dry Yeast requires no refrig- 
eration... stays full strength 
for weeks on your pantry shelf. 
You can always be sure of quick 
action... finer results in all baked 
goods. No waiting—no extra 
steps—Fleischmann’s Royal Fast 
Rising Dry Yeast works fast— 
helps you turn out more deli- 
cious, finer textured baked goods 
in jig-time, 





Get Fleischmann’s Royal Fast 
Rising Dry Yeast to-day, at your 
grocer’s. 
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Cereal with Dates 
Toasted Scones 
Syrup 
Coffee 


BREAKFAST LUNCHEON or SUPPER 
Orange Juice ] Cream of Onion Soup 
Cereal | Bologna Slices 
Brown Toast | Tossed Salad 
Marmalade | Applesauce Ginger Snaps 
<a Coffee Tea | Tea Cocoa 
SUN Grape Juice | Tomato Rarebit on Toast 
Cereal Celery and Carrot Sticks 
*) Toast Jam Half Grapefruit 
‘ Cofiee Tea Sponge Cake (leftover) 
Tea Cocoa 
‘ 
MON Apple Juice | Pea Soup 
* Cereal Toasted Bacon Sandwiches 
Toast. Marmalade Butter Tarts 
@ Coffee Téa Tea Cocoa 


‘ea 


Grapefruit Juice 


Cereal 
Grilled Bacon 
Toast 
Tea 


Coffee 


Stewed Prunes 
Cercal 
Toasted Whole-wheat Bread 
Jelly 
Coffee Tea 


Mixed Fruit Juices 





Cereal 
Soft-cooked Egg 
Toast 
Coffee Tea 








Grape Juice 

Cereal 
Conserve 
Cocoa 


Toast 
Coffee 


| 


DINNER 


Baked Cottage Roll 
Mustard Sauce 


Baked Potatoes Cabbage 
Fruit Cup Sponge Cake 
Coffee Tea 


Swiss Steak 
Mashed Potatoes 
Green Beans 
Apple Pie Cheese 
Coffee Tea 








Creamed Leftover Meat 
on Hot Tea Biscuits 
Tessed Salad 
Sliced Bananas and Cream 
Tea Cocoa 





Baked Stuffed Potatoes 
Stewed Tomatoes 
Creamy Tapioca Pudding 
Tea Cocoa 


Wieners in a Bun 
Prepared Mustard 
Celery and Carrot Sticks 
Sliced Oranges with 
Custard Sauce 
Tea Cocoa 


Cold Sliced Cottage Roll 
Scalloped Potatoes 
Asparagus Cuttings 

Celery Sticks 
Gingerbread a la mode 
Coffee Tea 
Tomato Juice 
Veal Birds 
Mashed Potatoes Carrots 
Prune Whip 
Oatmeal Cookies 
Coffee Tea 


Tamale Pie Chili Sauce 
Green Beans 
Coleslaw 
Apple Crisp 
Coffee Tea 


Rolled Stuffed Flank Steak 
Parsley Potatoes 
Harvard Beets 
Marmalade Steamed Pudding 
Coffee Tea 





Macaroni and Cheese 
Coleslaw 
Baked Apple 
Tea Cocoa 


Hamburgers 
Chili Sauce 
Celery Curls 
Maple Rennet Custard 
Tea Cocoa 





Orange Juice 
Cereal 
Toast 
Coffee 


Jam 
Tea 


Grapefruit Juice 


Assorted Toasted Sandwiches 
Raw Relishes 
Ice Cream Chocolate Cake 
Tea Cocoa 


Scrambled Eggs with Noodles 
and Curry Sauce 


Steamed Cod with Parsley 
Sauce 
Boiled Potatoes 
Scalloped Tomatoes 
Chilled Lemon Pudding 
Coffee Tea 


Grilled Kidneys and Bacon 
Mashed Poti.toes 


Spinach 
Cranberry Shortcakes 
Coffee Tea 


Dressed Butt of Pork 


Applesauce 
Boiled Potatoes Peas 
Coconut Cream Pie 
Coffee Tea 


Cold Sliced Roast Pork 


Mustard Pickles 
Boiled Potatoes 


Tea 








Meat and Potato Casserole 


Diced Carrots and Turnips 


Tea 


Cereal Celery and Carrot Sticks " 
Toast Jelly Canned Plums _ Green Beans 
Coffee Tea Chocolate Cake (leftover ) Steamed Fig Pudding 
3 Tea Cocoa Coffce 
TUE Apple Juice Cheese and Rice Casserole using leftover meat 
Cereal Coleslaw Pickles 
Toasted Bran Muffins 4 Fruit Cup Buttered Beets 
i Jam Cinnamon Doughnuts Cherry Snow Pudding 
Coffee Tea Tea Cocoa Coffee 


WED 


Half Grapefruit 
Cereal 
Toast Jelly 
Coffee Tea 





Orange Juice 
Cereal 
Toasted Scones 
Conserve 
Coffee Tea 


13 
14 


SAT 


Stewed Prunes 
Cereal 
Marmalade 
Tea 


Toast 
Coffee 


Blended Fruit Juices 


i 


Cream of Chicken Soup 
on Toast 
Tossed Salad 
Applesauce 
Ginger Cookies 
Tea Cocoa 


Vegetable Soup 
Toasted Cheese Sandwich 
Green Salad 
Sheed Bananas and Cream 

Tea Cocoa 


Oven-baked Beans 
Ketchup 
Brown Bread 
Diced Fruit Cup — Cookies 
Tea Cocoa 


Canned Meat in Scalloped 
Potatoes 
Tossed Salad 
Jellied Fruits 
Cocoa 





Cereal 
15 Toast Jam 
Cotiee Cocoa 5 
Tea 
Shiced Oranges 
SUN Cereal 
" Soft-cooked Egg 
Toast 
Coffee Tea Tea 





MON 


Biended Vegetable Juices 


Cereal 
my Toast Marmalade 
4 Coffee Tea 
TUE Apple Juice 
. Cereal 
Toast Conserve 
Coffee Tea 


WED 


19 


THU 


Grapefruit Juice 
Cereal 
Toast 
Coffee 


Jam 
Tea 





Grape Juice 
Cereal 
Marmalacds 
ea 


Toast 
Coffee 





Salad Plate 
Cold Meat, Potato 
Chips, Tomato Jelly Mold, 
Celery, Pickle 
Cup Cakes 
Cocoa 


Spanish Cream 


Vegetable Soufflé 
Governor Sauce 
Brown Bread 
Lemon Snow Pudding 
Tea Cocoa 
Spaghetti and Cheese 
Raw Relishes 
Bread Sticks 
Jellied Fruit 
Chocolate Chip Cookies 
Tea Cocoa 
Cream of Tomato Soup 
Peanut Butter Sandwiches 
Lettuce Wedges 
French Dressing 
Baked Appie 
Tea Cocoa 
Creamed Asparagus Cuttings 
on Toast 
Bread and Butter Pickles 
Fresh Fruit Cup 
Sponge Cake 
Tea Cocoa 


Grilled Liver and Bacon 
Raw Fried Potatoes 
Creamed Onions 
Peach Shortcake 
Coffee Tea 





~~ Meat Balls in Mushroom _ 


Soup Sauce 
Parsley Potatoes 
Buttered Parsnips 

Ginger Tapioca 
Coffee Tea 


af 





Salmon Loaf a 
Celery Sauce 
French Fried Potatoes Peas 
Carrot Sticks 
Custard Rice Pudding 
Coffee Tea 





Pigs in Blankets 
Chili Sauce 

Green Beans 
Baked Apple 
Coffee Tea 


Turnip 


Shortrib Roast of Beef 
Roast Potatoes and Carrots 
Mustard Pickle 
Raisin Pie a la mode 
Coffee Tea 


Browned Potatoes 
Steamed Squash 
Tossed Salad 
Butter Tarts 
Coffee Tea 
Beef Stew (eftover meat 
Onions, Carrots, Potatoes 
Canned Peaches 
Cup Cakes 
Coffee . 
Savory Stuffed Heart 
Parsley Potatoes 
Buttered Spinach 
Pumpkin Chiffon Pie 
Cotlee Tea 





Baked Spareribs 
Boiled Potatoes 
Sauerkraut 
Green Salad 
Creamy Rice Custard 
Cotlee Tea 








BREAKFAST 





Orange Juice 


Cereal 
Toast 
Coffee 


le ly 
Tea 





Blended Fruit Juices 

Cereal 
Conserve 
Tea 


Toast 
Coffee 





Half Grapetruit 
Cereal 
Poached Egg on Toast 
Coffee Tea 








Orange Juice 


Cereal 
Toast Jam 
Coffee Tea 
TUE Apple Juice 
Cereal 
. S Toast Marmalade 
PD Coffee Tea 


WED 


26 


Sliced Oranges 
Cereal 

Toasted Muffins Honey 

Coffee Tea 








Grapefruit Juice 
Cereal 
Toast 
Coffee 


Jam 
Tea 


Stewed Prunes 


Cereal 
| Toasted Scones 
j Jelly 
{ Coffee Tea 





Orange Juice 
Cereal 

Hot Corn Muffins Syrup 

Coffee Cocoa 


SUN 


Half Grapefruit 





‘6 Cereal 
Grilled Bacon 
Toast 
Coffee Tea 
MON Grape Juice 
6 Cereal 
Toast Marmalade 
| Coffee Tea 


| 


LUNCHEON or SUPPER 


Rice and Tomato Casserole 
Celery Sticks 

nas Baked in Lemon Juice 

with Coconut 

Tea Cocoa 


Bana 





Hot Potato Salad tn 
Bologna Cups 
Tossed Salad 
Vanilla Southé 

rea Cocoa 


Cold Meat Plate 
Potato Chips 
Tomato Jelly Mold 
Celery and Carrot Curls 
Ice Cream and Cake 
Tea Cocoa 


~ Creamed (leftover ) Chicken 


on Toast Points 
Tossed Salad 
Lemon Jelly 
Cake (leftover 
Tea Cocoa 


Corn Fritters and Wieners 
Green Tomato Pickle 
Canned Fruit 
Spice Cake 
Tea Cocoa 
Lettuce and Canned Meat 

Sandwiches 
Celery and Pickles 
Milk Sherbet Spice Cake 
leftover 
Cocoa 





Tea 
Boston Roast 
Mustard Pickle 
Brown Bread 
Sliced Bananas and Oranges 
in Custard 
Tea Cocoa 
Green Pea Soup 
Peanut Butter and 
Carrot Sandwiches 
Broiled Half Grapefruit 
with Honey 
Tea Cocoa 
Tomato and Cheese Fondue 

Cabbage Salad 
Brown Rolls 
Jellied Prunes 
Doughnuts 
Tea Cocoa 
French Toast 
Maple Syrup 
Celery Curls 
Fruit Cup 
Cookies 
Tea Cocoa 
Cold Sheed Flank Steak 
leftover ) 
Scalloped Potatoes 
Sheed Oranges 
Cookies 
Cocoa 


Tea 











DINNER 
Baked Whitefish 
Baked Potatoes 
Scalloped Tomatoes 
| Trifle 
using leftover sponge cak: 
Coffee Tea 


Parsleyed Turnip 
Creamed Celery 
Apple Pie and Cheese 
Coffee Tea 


Chicken Pot Pie 
with Tea Biscuits 
| Whole Carrots 
Boiled Onions 
Quick Raisin Pudding 
Coffee Tea 
Meat Loaf with Tomato Sauce § 
Baked Potatoes Peas j 
Cherry Shortcake 
Coffee Tea 





Cold Sliced Meat Loaf 
Mashed Potatoes 
Scalloped Tomatoes 
Individual Cup Custards 
Coffee Tea 
Beefceteak Pie 
Parsley Potatoes 
Buttered Parsnips 
Date Cream Pie 
Coffee Tea 








Pork Chops with Dressing 
Mashed Potatoes Corn 
Tossed Salad 

Apple Betty 

Coffee 7 

Boiled Codfish 
Egg Sauce 


Tea 





Potatoes Peas 
Cranberry or Cherry Tart 
Coffee Tea 


Liver Loaf with Onion Gravy 
Baked Potatoes 
Green Beans 

Holiday Apple Pudding 
Hard Sauce 
Coffee Tea 
Rolled Stuffed Flank Steak 
Brown Gravy 
Mashed Potatoes 
Buttered Beets 
Lemon Meringue Pie 
Coffee Tea 
Country-style Sausage 
Kernel Corn 

Whipped Squash 
Coleslaw 
Cherry Cobbler 
Coffee Tea 


About Meals of the Month 


MENUS 


T’S A good idea to clip the recipes from Chatelaine each 
month, both from articles and ‘Meals of the Month” 


recipe columns. 


They will help you in planning your 


meals, and we shall refer to some of these recipes again and 


again in “Meals of 


the 


Month.” 


HATELAINE INSTITUTE also has two leaflets which 


, will be particularly helpful to you in following “Meals of 


the Month” and in planning your own menus. These 


recipes are economical and practical and we will be using 


them from time to time on our menu page. 


© OBTAIN these leaflets, write to Chatelaine Bulletin 
Service, 481 University Ave., Toronto 2, Ontario. Ask 
for “Supper Dishes,” bulletin No. 2209, and “With a 

Little Meat,” bulletin No. 2208. The price is 15c for each 


bulletin, 








With a Can of Soup Recipes 


Continued from page 35 


Salmon Celery Mold 


15-pound tin salmon 
2 cups cooked rice (24 cup raw) 
1 can condensed celery soup 


1 egg 
Salt and pepper 


METHOD: Flake salmon and add to 
cooked rice, blending in well. Gradually 
add celery soup. Add beaten egg, salt 
and pepper to taste. Combine well and 
turn into an oiled ring mold. Bake at 
350 degrees F. for 45 to 50 minutes. 
Unmold, fill centre with peas and gar- 
nish with hard-cooked egg halves and 
lemon slices. Yield: 6 servings. 
Approved by Chatelaine Institute. 


Quick Chicken a la King 


1 cup thick white sauce 

1 can cream of mushroom soup 

1 can cream of chicken soup 

1 can diced chicken 

14 cup blanched, toasted 
almonds 

6 toast cups 


METHOD: Blend white sauce and the 
2 cans of soup, and heat through. Place 
2 or 3 tablespoons of mixture in each 
toast cup and sprinkle with toasted 
almonds. Add a little milk or cream 
if a thinner sauce is preferred. Serve 
in toast cups or on tea biscuits, 
Yield: 8 servings. 

Approved by Chatelaine Institute. 

Note: Veal, ham or canned meat may 
be substituted for the chicken. 


Meals of the Month Recipes 


Boston Roast 


1 cup baked beans 

1 onion, finely chopped 

1 tablespoon butter 

Salt, pepper and paprika 

2 eggs 

14 cup bread crumbs 

14 cup buttered bread crumbs 


METHOD: Mash the beans with a 
fork or put through a coarse sieve. Melt 
the butter in a saucepan, add the 
chopped onions, and cook until golden 
brown. Add with the seasonings and 
eggs to the bean pulp, blending well. 
Add the 4% cup of bread crumbs and 
pack lightly into a greased baking dish. 
Cover with buttered crumbs and bake 
in a moderate oven (375 degrees F.) for 
about 20 minutes or until browned on 
top. Yield: 6 servings. 

Approved by Chatelaine Institute. 


Vegetable Souffle 


1 tablespoon minced onion 

1 tablespoon minced green 
pepper, if desired 

2 tablespoons butter 

3 tablespoons minute tapioca 

1 teaspoon salt 

1g teaspoon pepper 

14 cup finely cut celery 

1 cup milk 

16 cup cooked peas 

14 cup cooked diced carrots 

3 eggs, separated 


METHOD: Sauté onion and green 
pepper, if used, in butter in saucepan 
until tender but not browned. Add 


Cabbage & Bacon in 
Tomato Sauce 


Boil 6 cups coarsely shredded cabbage 
for 7 minutes. Fry 6 to 8 slices 
chopped bacon until crisp, drain, add 
1 can condensed tomato soup and heat 
thoroughly. Drain cabbage and com- 
bine with soup mixture. Serve hot, 
with grated cheese. Yield: 6 servings. 


Approved by Chatelaine Institute. 


Supper Casserole 


Boil 3 or 4 ounces noodles in salted water 
until tender (about 10 minutes). Drain 
well. Fry 4 strips of chopped bacon 
until crisp. Combine noodles, bacon and 
1 can condensed mushroom soup in a 
greased casserole. Top with grated 
cheese and bake in moderate oven (350 
degrees F.) for 25 to 30-minutes. Yield: 
4 servings. : 

Approved by Chatelaine Institute. 


Sausage-Potato Casserole 


Brown 34 pound sausages in heavy 
frying pan. Remove from pan, pour 
off excess fat and lightly brown 2 to 
3 sliced onions. Cut sausages into 
one-inch pieces, reserving 3 or 4 whole 
ones. Place 2 cups cooked, cubed pota- 
toes, 3 cups leftover or canned vege- 
tables and sausages in layers in a greased 
casserole. Pour over this 1 can con- 
densed tomato soup. Arrange whole 
sausages on top. Cover casserole and 
bake in moderate oven (350 degrees F.) 
for 25 to 30 minutes. Cover may be 
removed for last 5 minutes to brown top. 
Yield: 6 servings. 

Approved by Chatelaine Institute. 


minute tapioca, salt, pepper, celery and 
milk. Place over medium heat and cook 
until mixture comes to a full boil, stir- 
ring constantly. Remove from heat and 
add peas and carrots. Cool slightly. 
Beat egg yolks until thick and lemon- 
colored; beat whites until they form 
stiff, glossy peaks. Add egg yolks to 
cooled mixture and mix well. Add very 
gradually to the egg whites, folding in 
thoroughly. 

Turn into greased 2-quart baking 
dish. Place in pan of hot water, and 
bake in moderate oven (350 degrees F.) 
one hour, or until soufflé is firm. 

Yield: 6 servings. 


Approved by Chatelaine Institute. 


Hot Potato Salad in 
Bologna Cups 


14 cup chopped onion 

l4 cup chopped green pepper 

14 cup bacon or sausage dripping 
14 cup vinegar 

1 teaspoon salt 

1g teaspoon pepper 

1 teaspoon sugar 

1 egg, beaten 

4 cups hot cooked potatoes, diced 
4 slices bologna 


METHOD: 


Cook onion and green 


pepper lightly in the dripping. Add 
vinegar, salt, pepper and sugar. Heat, 


then add a little of the mixture to the 
beaten egg. Pour back into pan and 
blend well. Add hot diced potatoes, 
mix lightly and serve in bologna cups 
made by heating bologna slices in frying 
pan until the edges curl. Yield: 4 
servings. 

Approved by Chatelaine Institute, 









Chatelaine, January, 1949 — 39 


IN ANY SEASON made with your favourite _; \\l 
fruit and PEEK FREAN’S _ om odie Lh \ 
GOLDEN PUFFS il ae Suq 


These BIG, light, un- 
sweetened biscuits of flaky 
pastry character enable you 
to make shortcake desserts 
in a few minutes. Use fresh 
or canned peaches—straw- 
berries—sliced bananas— 
any fruit you prefer... place 
between two GOLDEN 
PUFFS; some fruit on topand 
a ‘‘dab” of whipped cream. 
In “Evercrisp’’ moisture- 
proof—air-tight packets. 

















"H's nice to be 
back in Canada, 
MR. PEEK.” 

“And so cordially 
welcomed, MR. 








PEEK FREAN’S 


BY APPOINTMENT TO 
H.M. KING GEORGE VI 


Famous ENGLISH Biscects 





| Hated to take 
Harsh Laxatives 


Yet | knew 





It seemed I had to take something! 
that harsh laxatives irritate the digestive tract and 
What should I do? ..- 
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is good for you ? 
Juice of 
one fresh lemon 





NO FRUIT MORE HEALTHFUL THAN LEMONS! fj In a glass 
—_— : , of water 
Generations of Canadians have taken lemons for 
health... they’re among the richest sources of 






vitamin C, help prevent colds, alkalize and aid digestion. 
Over 12,000,000 now take lemons for health. 
lemon in water yourself! 
regularity for you. 


First thing 


rry on arising 


Give it time to establish 


Keep regular the Healthpul way! 
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Spiritualism 


Continued from page 13 


After going on to the next article he 
returned to this woman with an implied 
rebuke .. . “*The vibrations tell me 
you have been to many mediums seeking 
messages from Tom and no message has 
ever come .. . is it so?” 

The woman agreed that it was so. I 
learned later that her son, a RCAF 
gunner, was on the casualty list as 
‘Missing, presumed dead.” 


A Spirit Named Will 


The next item, a_ handkerchief, 
brought this message: ‘“‘The vibration 
puts me in touch with a spirit named 
Will. He was always fussy about the 
name Will. It must not be William or 
Willie or Bill. Always Will. Does this 
make sense to you?” 

A woman with black hair waved an 
uncertain hand. She wore a red suit and 
was clearly puzzled to the point of 
alarm. 

“Will was your brother . . . isit so?” 

The woman nodded. At that moment 
she was quite beyond speech. 

“You have never before been to a 
seance. Will was your favorite brother; 
about your own age. He passed on of an 
ailment here. (The medium rubbed his 
throat.) His vibration says you are 
hesitant and worried about a financial 
deal. He tells you to go ahead. Do not 
fear. It will turn out well.” 

The woman in red feebly raised her 
hand again. “‘You have a question?” 
“The others,” she said. “The others in 
the family. Can I persuade them it is 
for the best?” 

“IT do not know. I only know what 
the message says. The message says all 
will be well.” 

It went on that way, with apparent 
accuracy and with certain agreement on 
the part of all the women until 10 had 
been given their message. 

By now the man beside me was 
snoring’ gently and several dirty looks 
were cast his way. The 10 women who’d 
received their messages were told that 
they were free to go, but all remained in 
fascination, so the medium went on. 

From the envelope came a_ badge 
which looked like a policeman’s shield. 

‘The vibration brings me three mes- 
sages. One comes from a little girl. It 
is from a little girl to whom you told 
stories . . . do you understand me?” 

**No bloody fear.” 

The words electrified the room and 
everyone looked at a tall dark-haired 
youth. He was so tall that his legs 
stretched well into the aisle. 

“You are asked to be patient. Yes, 
very patient. It is trying because things 
have been going badly with you these 
many weeks . . .” 

“Bloody right; been going badly with 
me for months, that’s what.” 

“They will come out weil... and 
soon . . . but not in this city. You are 
already planning to move . . . Is itso?” 

**No,” shouted the youth, 

“Yes, it is so,” said the medium. “I 
feel more. Your trouble is with a union, 
Yes, a labor union, This is the cause of it 
all.” 

As if stung the tall youth leaped to his 
feet, cursed his union with experienced 
profanity and stalked out of the build- 
ing. ‘Two minutes later he sheepishly 
returned to get the badge he'd left, Then 


he sat down again and remained, in 
silence, to the end of the evening. 

After three more women had been 
given brief messages with which they 
rapturously agreed the mediums 
changed. 

As though too tired to continue, the 
handsome man summoned a much 
younger helper and he chose to go over 
some of the ground already covered. 

Finally my knife was drawn from its 
envelope and studied. In spite of myself 
I was tingling down the spine wondering 
what might come out. 

After what seemed to be a long delay 
the medium said, “You, my friend, have 
come here with a heart of bitterness. 
You seek revenge. Plans of years have 
been upset. You thought you were 
getting along well; very, very well. 
But the very legs were cut from under 
you. 

“‘Now you wish the spirits to tell you 
how to avenge yourself. Do you under- 
stand me? Does this make sense to 
you?” 

“I’m sorry. It does not.” 

“Is it not true that plans and hopes 
have been dashed by others?” 

“No, sir; it is not so.” 

Waving the knife at me, the medium 
said, “Oh, you want it- straight, eh? 
Straight from the shoulder, eh? And 
you can take it?” 

“Eagerly.” 

“Do you know that people consider 
you crazy? Insane? Do you know how 
many consider you to be mad?” 

“None up‘to the point of my arrival 
here.” 

“They do; many do. Many consider 
you crazy. That is why your plans 
failed. Have you questions?” 

“Yes, please, I have . . . who brings 
me this message?” 

The medium squeezed and examined 
the knife, then put himself right over 
the brink. “It is from Ted. From your 
little boy Ted. Ted is wondering about 
you. Ted is disappointed in you.” 

“TI never had a son or a relative or 
even a friend named Ted.” 

“Yes . . . the message tells me. Ted 
is his name. He was 11. He died. He 
died of spinal meningitis.” 

The medium turned to other articles 
from other enraptured listeners and the 
Seance went on. After my abortive 
session there was a slight change. From 
that point forward there was no longer 
complete agreement with what he said 
by those in the congregation, and one or 
two women explained as I had done 
that no part of their message made 
sense to them. 

But there were numerous other 
mediums and my curiosity was now 
sufliciently alert to send me into many 
queer places. 

The next was a group of three mani- 
festation mediums, a birdlike and talka- 


tive girl, a lugubrious boy of 12 and a 
man of powerful voice and build. 

All seemed eager to talk and when I 
mentioned that I was writing an article 
this didn’t dampen their anticipation 
or Go-operation, and they were not 
inquisitive. Nobody asked where it 
would be printed, or when. 


More Mediums in Big Cities 


I was told by the powerful man that 
Canada had about 110,000 spiritualists 
and 350 mediums with the bulk of both 
in the bigger cities. Toronto has the 
most, with Vancouver second and 
Montreal, among the major centres, a 
bad last. 

Churches or meeting places boast such 
names as Tribune of Light, Vision of 
Heaven, Esoteric School of Cosmic 
Science, Home of the Metaphysic 
Master, Church of the Infinite Science, 
Temple of Wisdom, Church of the 
Prophetic Revelation and so on. 

Two thirds of the mediums and four 
fifths of the adherents are women, 
mostly in their middle years, and there 
are roughly 750 Canadian public seances 
in an average week. The number of 
private readings is countless and doubt- 
less also costly. 

These include healing seances at which 
persons suffering such serious disease as 
cancer, tuberculosis and arthritis are 
supposed to get at least temporary 
relief. 

Each medium is in touch with one to 
five spirits who in turn has a team of 
seven or more. This means that, day 
or night, the psychic instrument here on 
earth has about 30 to. 40 people to call 
on for help. 


No Union Hours for Spirits 


There are no union hours in the spirit 
world and even the Manchurian mystics 
obligingly speak English. 

Trade papers catering to mediums 
advertise everything from the old- 
fashioned ouija board to extrasensory 
cards, crystals for self-hypnotism, in- 
cense and double-action slates to 
planchettes. A _planchette, it’s ex- 
plained, is for you or me to hold palaver 
with the spirits without the intervention 
of a medium or other psychic. 

This advertising is labeled, not with- 
out significance, “No C.O.D. orders 
accepted; send cash with order.” 

Editorial matter in the American 
spiritual press deals largely with the 
biographies and achievements of Ameri- 
can mediums. 

British papers prefer stories on the 
actual revelations and some of these are 
mystifying. 

For example on Aug. 18 a Newcastle 
medium told Psychic News of London 
that he was in touch with the spirit of a 


Rich on $40 a Week? 


That’s how it is with Bill and Marie Menzies, the young 
Hamilton veteran and his wife who are buying their 


own home and bringing up two children—and making 
life a gay and happy adventure. You'll warm to this 


fine human story in 
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Nigerian chief who could only speak in 
Yoruba, one of the West African lan- 
guages. The medium said this was fair 
ground fora test. He, the medium, knew 
no word of Yoruba, but three days 
hence, if the spirit agreed, he’d give a 
40-minute talk in that tongue. He there- 
fore urged that former West African 
officials who were now in Britain’s 
Colonial office come to hear him and 
report on whether or not his words made 
sense, 

Two former resident magistrates, 
together with an observer for the 
Society of Psychic Research—a society 
supposedly composed of sceptics—did 
attend the seance. They afterward 
declared in print that the medium had 
spoken clear intelligent and_ sensible 
Yoruba yet, out of the trance state, he 
knew no word of that tongue. 

The same issue of the same paper 
carried advertising for rupture cures, 
electric belts, worried females, concen- 
trated meals, contraceptives, and home 
study courses in success. 

The late movie star, Leslie Howard, 
had a gossip column from the after- 
world in which many folks whose names 
you know seemed to be having great 
fun. 

My informant was one in the highest 
group, the aristocracy of earthly con- 
tacts, capable of bringing the spirits 
into the room where casuals like me 
could hear and possibly see them. 

That’s what he said. 

His best friends in the spirit world 
were a pair of Indians named Sagamo 
and Buckshot, plus an Irish sailor who’d 
been drowned in 1769. 

He was also allied with a living 12- 
year-old boy whose spirit guide was a 
tough Indian inclined to throw things. 

This talk was held in a bright kitchen 
as the afternoon sun streamed through 
a window. For the actual manifestation 
we descended into a catacomb fitted 
out with red, white and purple lights, 
blackboards, tables, musical instru- 
ments, speaking trumpets, glasses of 
water and a bed, which looked out of 
place. 

It was explained that the lady medium 
used this to practice physical therapy. 

“We'll now see if the spirits are with 
us,” said the chairman. “Are you there, 
Sagamo? You, Buckshot ... are you 
with us?” 

Nothing happened. 

“Spirits reveal yourselves,” 

Still nothing. 

“It’s this red light. They want dark- 
ness. They shall have it.” The switch 
was pulled and as we sat in total black- 
ness there came thumpings. To me it 
was clear these were made by the others 
in the room. In fact I felt defrauded. If 
this was manifestation it was an insult 
to anyone with an above pinhead I.Q. 

“We have a new visitor today,” 
purred the medium. “Do you recognize 
him?” 

There was a scratching sound as 
though something was being written on 
a paper and when permission was given 
the lights showed the name “Gordon C” 
in blue pencil. 

It seemed so obvious that the boy had 
written this that I didn’t bother to ask, 
so the lights were doused again. This 
time the pencil scratching was loud. 

In writing quite different from what 
had gone before—-in a black pencil 
this time—was the message “Gordon to 
keep this . . . we like him.” 

Continued on page 42 
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A REVOLUTIONARY GUIDE BOOK 


Here is a NEW kind of homemakers 
handbook — a book that is as valuable 
and necessary to: the modern home- 
maker as a cook book. It methodically 
covers the multitudinous activities of 
your home from A to Z. Edited by the 
nationally known Jessie Marie De Both, 
this grand book is based on home 
recipes, remedies, and time-and-trouble 
savers which have been passed on to 
her by the ten million housewives she 
has talked to during the past 15 years. 


COVERS THOUSANDS OF SUBJECTS 


- . How to Make Moving Easy . . How to Select and Match 
Paint Colors . . Removing Paint and Paint Spots . . Tips on 
Inside Painting . . Selection and Care of House Plants . . How 
to Stuff Pork Chops . . 23 Hints on Jelly Making . . 7 Ways’ to 
Stop Hiccoughs . . How to Braize, Broil, Fry, Roast, Stew, Boil 
or Tenderize — Beef, Pork, Lamb, Veal, Ham, Fish, Chicken, 
Turkey, Goose or Game. These are but a few of the thousands 
of subjects covered in this one priceless book. 


INDISPENSABLE TO YOUR HOME 


Modern Household Encyclopedia 
presents an amazing assortment of 
intriguing ideas for the homemaker, 
whether an expert or a mere begin- 
ner. Tested methods and recipes 
take the guess-work out of house- 
keeping. You'll cherish your $3 as 
MODERN HOUSEHOLD ENCYCLO- * 
PEDIA — you'll find it is the most Postpaid 
popular, most referred to book in 
your home. ‘ 


Specially priced at $3.95 postpaid, RUSH YOUR ORDER TODAY. 
If you are not entirely satisfied with your copy of MODERN HOUSE- 
HOLD ENCYCLOPEDIA return it within five days in good condition 
and postpaid for full refund. 


RUSH COUPON TODAY! 
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-——~~"DO NOT DETACH LABEL FROM COUPON-~—~-— 
HOME BOOK SERVICE, 
210 Dundas Street West, BOOK WITH CARE 
TORONTO 2, Canada. From Home Book Service, 
210 Dund Ss 
RUSH me ........ copies of MODERN TORONTO fou” 
HOUSEHOLD ENCYCLOPEDIA at $3.95 c , 
per copy postpaid. If I am not completely ‘Print full name and address below for 
i satisfied I may return the book(s! within prompt delivery.) 
5 days in good condition and postpaid 
| for a full refund. Neme 
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A slip that really 
fits because of 
these patented 
features— 


e Straight-cut 
front that 
won't ride 
Or twist. 


@ Bias-cut 
back that 
fits without 
bunching. | 


e No side j 
seams for | 
sleek fit over 
the hips. 


e Underarm bias 
inserts fora 
moulded 
bustline. 





CLASSIC °3 


SILK UNDERWEAR INC. 
3575 ST. LAWRENCE BLVD., MONTREAL, CANADA 


*The design of this slip is protected by Can. Pat. Ne. 419658 


Perfect poise owes much 
to those many intimate 
aithfully 


touches so 


served by--- 


Kirby 
Beard 


TeRaoce MARE 


BOB PINS HAIRPINS - SAFETY PINS 
PINS & NEEDLES. Made in England 
by Kirby Beard & Co. Ltd., . 
Birmingham, 12, and obtain- te 
able everywhere. 








Continued from page 40 

It was something a bit less intelligent 
than kindergarten, but perhaps my 
disillusioned thought had been read. 
When the lights were again doused | 
was hit across the face and neck by 
flying water. I didn’t cry out or make a 
move. This caused momentary con- 
fusion, so I was asked, ‘“‘Didn’t some- 
thing hit you... something like water?” 

“Yes, it did.” 

“That Big Star. He’s a rough one.” 

“Well if Big Star can hear me I’d 
like to be told what is the idea of all 
this. What does this prove?” 

“The spirits are in this very room. 
We have brought them here.” 

“You mean this thumping and writing 
is not done by you or the boy?” 

“It is done by the spirits.” 

“For what purpose?” 

“It isa manifestation.” 

I was disgusted. Any fleabitten 
magician on the leaky roof circuit could 
have given a more realistic manifesta- 
tion of spirit activity. When I ex- 
pressed these regrets I was told that | 
was of little faith and therefore could 
not understand. ‘But,’ agreed the 
medium, “it was a rather poor day.” 

Two days later I atténded a thought 
seance at which the medium was a brisk 
and businesslike dowager type full of 
bosom, deep of voice and bright of eye. 

This seance began with a_ spirit 
lecture in which a Hindoo maiden of 
the after-world, using the admirable 
body and voice of a Canadian, spoke 
of astral flight; levital buoyancy and a 
shadowy Elysium. It was too much 
mumbo-jumbo for mé to follow, but the 
audience of 72 persons seemed to have 
a reasonable grasp of the score. 


A Message From Grandfather 


| was roused from amused toleration 
of this scene when the medium said, 
‘I’ve a message for Gordie. It is from a 
man; a bearded man who is bald. It is 
his Scotch grandfather and he reminds 
Gordie that this is the anniversary 
the anniversary of his passing over. His 
name is John . . . It is John Sinclair. 

My grandfather was indeed John 
Sinclair, he did have a beard and he had 
died during that very week about 20 
years earlier. Every word of the quickly 
spoken message impressed me so deeply 
that it’s no trick to put it down now so 
here it is. 

“The spirit tells me that one who was 
very dear to you is standing close by. It 
is a beautiful girl of 11. Hers was a 
four-letter name; Jane perhaps or Jean. 
She died of an ailment here (the 
medium touched the lower chest). She 
died at Christmas. I see a bell. It is a 
Christmas bell and the spirit was 
doing something with that bell at 
the time of her death. This spirit is your 
daughter, but she does not look like you. 
The most striking feature is her eyes. 
They are very bright and browns She 
says, ‘Daddy, don’t worry about Jack. 
He is a good boy and I will always look 
after him.’ And there is another part of 
the message. 

“It says that you are a writer and 
you should change your hours of sleep- 
ing so that you can write between two 
and three in the morning and if you do 
this you will one day do some great 
writing because what you write now 
does not satisfy you. And now there is 
still another person in the spirit and this 
is again a man named John, but he is 


not a Sinclair. He is your mother’s 
brother John and he was a rich man, 
but the only message he has is to say 
that -riches is not very important and 
you put too much importance on 
money.” 


But They Can’t Pay the Rent 


The facts are that Jean did resemble 
her mother and did die at Christmas, a 
few hours after helping to hang the 
Christmas decorations. 

Her younger brother Jack is a bit of a 
problem, having got into more trouble 
than average. 
had indeed been a wealthy man and it 
could reasonably be said that I am a 
close student of a dollar bill. 

Since I’m well known in my home 
town the facts concerning Jean could 
have been known to the medium with- 
out spiritual help. But to bring in an 
Uncle John who was rich and a Grand- 
father John who was bearded and had 
died at the date of our meeting was 
either the greatest of coincidence or 
perhaps it really was a psychic revela- 
tion. 

If so, then this and all other mediums 
I met were failing to put their gifts to 
economic use. None showed signs of 
prosperity and two admitted they were 
soon to lose their churches because rents 
had been raised beyond their capacity 
to pay. 

Puzzled on this point, as on most of 
the others, 1 approached the thought- 
medium at her home. It was a small 
but neat semidetached building on a 
tree-lined street and I was admitted by a 
curly-headed lad of 16 or so, who then 
vanished. 

He’d barely gone when a wall tele- 
phone began to ring and it rang with 
such imperative insistence that I, a 
stranger in the place, felt forced to 
answer it, 

“This is 
feminine voice, 
start tomorrow?” 

Fecling this was part of a spooky gag 
in a medium’s home I said sure and I’d 
bring my pal Gandhi along. 

It turned out to be a lame answer 
because someone at that phone number 
had enquired about a job in the Laura 
Secord Candy Shops and here was 
opportunity ringing the bell while | 
stood by to muddle things up. 

When the medium appeared I told 
her with less conviction than I really 
felt that her message had excited me. 
She said she didn’t know what I was 
talking about because she was in a 
trance and remembered nothing. 

I told her I'd been at a recent seance 
where Indians with the improbable 


John Eesley, an uncle, 


Laura Secord,” 


“ce 
would you 


said a 
like to 


names of Grey Moose and Hardy Wolf 


had supposedly entered the room and 
had then been hesitantly questioned 
about present-day stock and bond 
transactions. 

“It could be quite simple. There are 
great financiers in the spirit world . . . 
John D. Rockefeller; J. Pierpont Morgan, 
Hetty Green, Benjamin Disraeli, Sir 
Herbert Holt.” 

“Do any of these manifest themselves 
at your meetings?” 

“No, but they are available. They 
might give advice to the spirit guide.” 

“Would it be discourteous to ask 
what your personal income is?” 

“It is fifty dollars a month and | 
work very hard for it. I want to repeat 

Continued on page 52 
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“Cho. 






a 


.. 03 


FROSIA GREGORY the = pular 
soloist, is heard across Canada on many 
CBC programs. This talented giri is 
also a favourite around the studios for 
her sense of humour. It was Miss 
Gregory who originated “C.1.B.” as the 
slang term for her favourite hand 
lotion, Campana’s Italian Balm. ‘“‘Noth- 
ing is better than C.I.B.,” says Frosia 
Gregory, “for keeping hands soft and 
free from roughness and chapping. I 
use it all the time.” 


Campana’s Italian Balm is the original 
Canadian hand lotion, which is so good 
for your hands. Use it regularly to make 
hands lovelier . . . to keep them soft and 
free from roughness and chapping. 
Four sizes: 25c., 35c., 50c and $1.00. 
No change in quality—no change in 
price. 
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Make Them Whistle setite you sone: 


by Adele White & Mildred Spicer 


Beauty Editor 


Fashion Editor 


You’re a homemaker, a jill of all trades. And it’s also up to you to set the stage 


for happy family life. Picture yourself in a crisp, sunny frock, giving your family 


a send-off with an Oh, What a Beautiful Morning, look in their eyes. Housework 


won't seem nearly so dull if you dress for the occasion. So, here’s looking at you — 


all through the day! 


SEVEN A.M.—the alarm clock brrs and the family rush hour begins. 


There’s no time to prink and fuss, with breakfast to be cooked and children to 


be bundled off to school. 


And yet, so much depends on you whether early 


morning is a mad scramble or one of the pleasantest times of the day. If you are 


looking neat and pretty in a crisp housedress, a saucy bow in your hair, powder 


on your nose and color on your lips, it will help offset the dreariest of winter 


a.m.’s and give husband and youngsters a cheery send-off. 


early-morning special—a flower-garden 
cotton frock with double flounced skirt. 
It can be laundered almost as easily as 
you wash and iron an apron. 





T. Eaton Co, 
Youll be pretty as a picture in this 


READY FOR ACTION. For this rush hour 
with no wasted minutes, it’s a good idea to 
have several wash dresses lined up in your 
They 


chosen for style and smoothness of line as 


cupboard. should be as_ carefully 


your Sunday-best—but not a quarter of the 


cost, of course. 


If you shop around you'll find a_ good 
selection, under $5; well cut and flattering 
to your figure. You can, for example, look 
gypsv-bright in a flower garden cotton (as 
shown in photograph on the left) or a full 
dirnd! skirt with a trim white blouse. If you 
have nimble needle fingers, try your hand at 
making yourself a perky cotton with apron to 
match. If you're the type to wear slacks 
becomingly and you like to take your house- 
work in a sporting sort of way, then note the 
plaid slacks and shirtwaist shown on the right. 
We chose plaid because they don’t show the 
wrinkles the way plain ones do. Then for 
really tough jobs like spring housecleaning, 
how about a pair of cute blue jeans? If it 
feels more comfortable, then wear your hair in 
pigtails and your shirt-tail out. Oh, we know 
it’s passe for the teen-age set, but who cares 
if it gives your spirits a lift when you're 
pushing furniture around and waxing floors? 
But if you’ve reached an age when cuteness 
is no longer a virtue, and if perhaps you are a 
little on the plump side, better skip slacks and 
jeans and go in for golfer-type wash dresses, 
with slimming verticle lines and big handy 
pockets. Also take time each morning to slip 
into a girdle. When you're doing your chores, 
both back and tummy muscles need support. 
There are garments designed especially for 
allow ease of 


working hours, ones that 


without strain on garters or 


movement 2 
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T. Eaton Co, 
When you have to face up to an overflowing sewing basket 

. an afternoon of sock mending and darning, feel sporty 
about the whole thing in smart plaid slacks topped by a 
tailored shirt with sleeves rolled up for work. 
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shoulder straps, girdles that are soft and flexible without being 


heavy. 


TURBAN TRICKS: When the last tot has found its mittens and 
scampered off to school you'll have a little time to yourself, enough 
to set your hair in pincurls, if you clo it at home, so you won’t have 
to sleep on bumpy curlers. Cover this nest of bobby pins with 
a gay turban. It will serve two purposes, keep | your hair out of your 
eves as you work, and give you a slick hair-do for later in the day. 
Also, if you go shopping, the turban can serve as an eye-catching 
headpiece. Speaking of shopping—don’t join that army of earnest 
female shoppers who wear not a smitch of make-up on their 


morning faces and look as drab as yesterday’s porridge. Do give 
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Obtainable at all leading stores 


Sole Manufacturers : 
Gor-ray Ltd 107 New Bond Street London WI England 





HERE IS THE BOOK THAT IS HELPING THOU- 
SANDS CREATE AND ENJOY GREATER HOME 


Zeal 


If you are a per-on who deriv:s an inner glow of 
satisfaction from creating a home that everyone 
admires then this bock will be a priceless posses- 
-lion—ycu will have a constant source of answers 
to difficult home decoration problems—you'll find 


this big book will become more priceless as the 
years go by. 


CREATIVE HOME DECORATING does NOT 
emphasize the mere expenditure of money as a 
means of achieving home beauty. This great 
book shows that it is NOT how much you spend 
but HOW WELL you plan, select and use things 
you purchase as well as the furniture and 
accessories you already have. CREATIVE HOME 
DECORATING will help you avoid “hit or miss” 
methods in basic planning, selection of color 
schemes, furniture accessories, lighting and hand- 
ling every detail of your decorating schtme. It 
presents in graphic style 310 “THIS IS HOW’ 
MRAWINGS 110 PHOTOGRAPHS .. . 20 
ROOMS IN GLORIOUS COLOR MORE THAN 
144 PERIOD GUIDES ... 32 WINDOW TREAT- 
MENTS . 14 FULL PAGE CONSTRUCTION 
CHARTS A ROOM PLOTTER TO MAKE 
PLANNING EASIER 

INSTRUCTIONS FOR 
SEWING DECORATIVE 
ACCESSORIES. 
LARGE COLOR WHEEL 
TO GUIDE YOU IN COLOR 
SELECTION 


LIMITED NUMBER OF 
COPIES AVAILABLE 

enly $3.95 delivered to 
your home. Clip the 
handy coupon below NOW 


-—————-DO NOT DETACH LABEL FROM COUPON-——-———— 
Home Book Service, | BOOK WITH CARE 


“10 Dundas Street W., 





TORONTO 2, Ontario. From Home Book Service, 
210 Dundas Street West, 


CREATIVE HOME DECOR ATING at $3.95 
per copy postpsid. If I am _ not entirely 


Please rush me ‘ copies of the | TORONTO 2, Ontario 
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| 
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| 
(Print full name and address below ast 
prompt delivery.) 4 
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satisfied I may return the book within 5 
avs in good condition and postpaid for 
days g I t 
full refund, | Name ...... aceees mb enteceneckbedka e 
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Rose Marie Reid 


the butcher and the grocer a break by doing 
some face-fixing before you leave home! 


EVENING AT HOME: Darkness falls—the 
children are settled for the night and now ts the 
time to change from slavey to lady of the house. 
If you’re in a party mood and guests are 
coming for dinner, there'll probably be last- 
minute chores. In that case choose a short- 
sleeved crepe or light wool dress topped by the 
frilliest, prettiest apron you can 
find. Or you can wear a skirt with 
swirling fullness, made of taffeta, 
velveteen or swishing faille. Top 
this with a dainty blouse and you 
are ready to play the rele of 
hostess. 

For time’ when you plan a cosy 
evening at home—-just you two 
the way you look to him is your 
first concern, — If possible, take 
time off, while dinner is cooking, 
to have a relaxing warm bath 
followed by a toilet water rub- 
down. And, don’t forget a cream 
deodorant for underarms and to 
smooth on tired feet. Also use the 
cream deodorant for obliterating 
onion or fishy smells on your hands 
and you can make them lily-white 
in spite of vegetable peeling if you 
use a nicotine stain remover and a 
once-over lightly with pumice. 
Remember, it’s all these little 
things that count—a last-minute 
freshening of make-up, a dab of 
perfume, and your hair combed 
and brushed into a_ shining’ halo. 

What to wear for an evening at 
home? We think you'll look mighty 
beguiling in a long sweeping hostess 
gown cut on slender princess lines, or a 
lowering taffeta tapering into a swirl of 
folds, with deep plunging pockets. 
Lounging pyjamas are back in fu!! 
fashion swing—with tiny cap sleeves or 
long tight ones. Some are made with 
high mandarin collars, while others 
have notched, sporty ones. 

If you want something you can wear 
several different ways, buy or knit 
yourself a sleeveless bouclé sweater 
in bright pastel shade. You can wear 
it with dark velveteen trousers, or a 
full-length skirt. 

You're a smart girl if you make 
yourself just as attractive when you're 
settling in for a fireside chat as you do 
whei you're stepping out to a party. 
Because that man you’re married t 
pays more attention to how you look 
than you imagine. And evening-at 
home clothes that are smart, yet com 
fortable, and in soft becoming colo: 
will put a sparkle in your eye . . . an 
in his too, - 


Relax in lounging pyjamas for your evening 
at home. They combine rich metallic stripe 
tatleta with slim black be ngaline trousers. Th 
coat flares gracefully with circular panels. 
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Keep him—yours forever — 
with a complexion 
made and kept heavenly with 
Cashmere Bouquet’s 
Three Purpose Cream — 
3 wonderful creams in 1! 














Last-minute brush-up before a 
dinner date at your house. And 
to cope with the roast in the 
oven you wear a frilly apron, 
the kind that shows off in front 
of company over a short-sleeved 
afternoon dress and your 
prettiest ankle-slimming pumps. 
























Wonderful as a Powder Base 











Youll look tall and slim in this 
housecoat with its princess lines. 
Made of shiny dnd dull striped 
fabric, it looks rich and smart 
and yet is practical. It launders 
well . . . and that’s for you! 














(4 CLEANSES skin pores 


ot eo) thoroughly . . . removes every 
Mir 2 trace of stale makeup and dirt. 














= Wes NOURISHES your skin tissues to 
- ot help replace the vital skin oils you 
“yy lose each day. 



















. ae SOFTENS your complexion to a 
By ok smooth, fascinating charm—to make 
ssi you lovelier than ever! 





T. Eaton Co. 





what you want 
Tg 





Natural uplift—firm support 







—figure control—auto- 


matic perfect fit! 







A clever laced back design 


that does more for you 






than any other braz you've 







ever worn. 
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FRENCH UPLIFT 


Rose Marie Reid 
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Bet when vou see these teen-preferred 





patterns you'll erganize a one-woman sew- 


ing cirele and date yourself up te play 





seamstress. 
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B irecenupmnes 


The Heritage 


Continued from page 34 


They got off finally and went one 
block over and down. Manda’s mother 
said, “It’s the one at the end, on the 
corner lot.” There was something about 
her voice that made Manda look at her. 
She was very pale. And then Manda 
forgot about her mother because they 
were nearing the house. 

It was a low white house, knee-deep in 
snow. There were green shutters with a 
thin quarter moon carved in each one 
of them. A tendril of smoke curled from 


tha brary 
tin ate a 


iney that rose from 
what must have been the end of the 
living room. Grouped about the stoop 
were fat little fir trees, and all around 
the lot ran a short white picket fence, 
its points thrust through the drifts. 

It wasn’t as pretentious a house as 
Julie’s, but it had been hers! She had 
lived in it. She had learned to walk in 
those rooms, and she had pushed aside 
curtains to look out of those windows, 
and at night she had slept, safe and 
secure, within its walls. 

All of the trembling excitement con- 
gealed within her into a tight hard knot 
of resentment. She felt a vast sense of 
loss, of deprivation. 

She turned. Her mother was standing 
there in the snow looking at the house. 
Looking at it with loneliness and bleak- 
ness darkening her eyes. 

And Manda thought, bitterly, “She’s 
lonely too. She misses the house, and it 
probably hurts her to see other people 
living in it now. Well, it’s her fault.” 

She turned away from her mother. 
She began to kick at the little ridges of 
snow formed by the snowplow at the 
corner. It was going to be worse than 
ever now. Now she knew what she had 
had. If only she could get away from 
her mother. If only she could get back 
to school. 

Her mother said, “Manda.” 

She didn’t answer. She kept her eyes 
on the snow. 

“I’ve got to tell you something, 
Manda. I never thought I’d have to. 
But I lied to you, and now I’ve got to 
tell you.” 

Manda lifted her head passionately. 
A lie! Did she have to make it worse? 

Her mother said, “They are looking 
at us out of the window. We'd better 
walk on.” 

They crossed the street, and went on 
down toward the car line. Manda said, 
“1 wish you wouldn’t talk about it. I 
don’t want to hear anything.” 

But her mother said, “I’ve got to try 
to explain, Manda. I lied to you about 
your father. I wanted you to think he 
was a wonderful man, someone you’d be 
proud of. So I made upa story. | told 
you he was handsome and charming and 
tender and good. He was none of those 
things, Manda. At first he was a little 
of all of them or I could not have married 
him. And I told you that I left him. I 
did not want you to feel that your father 
thought so little of you of me—that he 
would leave us. But he did, Manda. He 
left us. You were not quite two. He 
liked to go out nights to parties and 
night clubs and he wanted me to go with 
him. When I could not go every night 
—I couldn’t leave you—he started going 
with other women. After a while it got 
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to be just one woman. And then he told 
me he wanted a divorce so he could 
marry her.” 

Her mother kept on walking, her head 
bent. But Manda pulled at her sleeve 
angrily. “Why did you lie to me? Why 
did you let me think a lie all these years? 
Why? Why? Why?” : 

Her mother reached up and pulled the 
little brown collar closer around her 
throat. She said, slowly, “I wanted you 
to have a heritage. I wanted to give you 
pride. I wanted you to think all your 
life that you had a wonderful father. 
That’s why I told you he was a naval 
oflicer. He isn’t. I didn’t want you ever 
to know he didn’t want us—” 

Manda stared at her mother until the 
image was dissolved in a grey blur of 
tears. She turned then, and began to 
run, sobbing, down the street. The sobs 
kept coming up in her throat, tearing 
at her, and she could not see where she 
was going. She slipped and fell, but she 
scrambled to her feet and ran on, and 
still the sobs kept rising and blotting out 
the breath in her throat. 

After a while she stopped running and 
began to walk. She turned, not caring 
where she went or how far. Her mother 
was not in sight. The sobs had turned 
into hoarse gasps now, and she knew 
people looked at her curiously when she 
passed them, but she didn’t care. 

Finally she became conscious of the 
cold, working up her legs through her 
galoshes. She was cold all the way 
through. Only her hands in the white 
fur mittens were warm. She looked at 
the mittens. Her mother had given 
them to her. As she had given her all the 
little presents in the dresser drawer and 
red candles at Christmas and tuition for 
school and subgum. Even the best of 
the subgum, the almonds and the little 
strips of chicken. And there had been 
love. But, like the mittens, she hadn’t 
wanted love either. 

It was odd. She could think of her 
father and it didn’t seem to matter that 
he wasn’t a naval officer or that he 
wasn’t any of the things she had thought 
for so long. At first she could not bear it 
and that was one of the reasons she had 
cried. But only one of the reasons. Now 
it didn’t matter. 

She kept thinking of her mother, 
remembering the loneliness in her eyes 
when she looked at the house. She had 
been cold. The little brown collar of her 
coat was no protection at all from the 
wind. And she had no fur mittens to 
keep her hands warm. Nothing to wear 

or remember—to keep her warm. 

Manda turned. She began to walk 
quickly, lightly. After a while she saw 
her mother ahead, standing at a car 
stop. A red streetcar grated to a stop 
and the gates opened, but her mother 
did not get on. The streetcar went on, 
and her mother stood there, waiting. 

She looked up and she saw Manda 
coming toward her. She stood very still, 
anxiety and dread in her eyes. 

Manda felt tears hot in her eyes, and 
she brushed them away with the backs 
of the fur mittens. When she reached 
her mother she was smiling. And when 
she saw the fear begin to leave her 
mother’s face, her heart swelled with 
pity and tenderness. She put her hand 
through her mother’s arm. 

“Come on,” she said gently, “let’s go 
home.” 


* * 
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FOR OVER 150 YEARS 


the fame of the name Horrockses for cotten 
fabrics has spread all over the world. Fine 
quality, durability and lasting satisfaction, is*.. 
the secret of their popularity. Sheets, Pillows >: 
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Schooled to Fashion is lovely Donna Reed, young 
MGM star, who illustrates the smart but simple 
high crowd classics designed by Hollywood's 
Helen Rose. Above, a slim-hipped flared skirt 
of brown corduroy with convertible-collar blouse 
of brown rayon. Right, a rust jumper with gold- 
coin. buttons, fresh white blouse. 


Helen Rose plans the clothes of the loveliest 
young stars in pictures. So we asked her if she 
had any valuable tips for Canadian teen-agers 
about how to dress. “Plenty,” she said. “Mostly 


how not to.” You'll see what she means. 


by KATE HOLLIDAY 





pHY ON EARTH do so many girls from 14 to 20 want to change their type? 

ig) They can’t, actually. They can’t grow four or five inches, or shrink the 

iy same amount. They can't turn into dark sirens if they’re fresh-faced 

blondes. They can’t add sophistication by wearing clothes LO years too 

old for them when they’re at one of the loveliest ages in the world, But they can 
develop their own style properly.” 

These words of deep wisdom are from Helen Rose, the talented Metro- 
Goldwyn-Mayer designer, whose work on pictures like “A Date With Judy,” 
“Luxury Liner” and “Words and Music” have made her an authority on ado- 
lescent clothes. 

Mrs. Rose, a smallish, dark-haired woman of immense charm, has a more 
than professional interest in dressing young girls: she has a daughter of her own, 
Thus, when she whips up dresses and suits and such for Elizabeth Taylor, Jane 
Powell, Janet Leigh, and other movie youngsters, she does it with the thought 
that her own child will eventually wear like garb; that, as kids all over the w orld 
copy what is worn by movie stars, her daughter, too, will take notice and do 
likewise. 

“The word for teen-agers today is ‘femininity,’ ” she says. ‘That includes 
all the elements which make a girl seem charming: Neatness in hair and dress. 
Softness in line. Delicacy in design. And attention to accessories like shoes, 
hosiery, hats, gloves. It includes, too, a new dignity in oneself, a new manner 
of wearing whatever one is wearing. It means simplicity and breeding and quiet 
in the way one conducts oneself. [t means, in short, a return to the spirit of 
the last century, when a girl was not a hoyden but a lady.” 

She thumbed through a sheaf of sketches of new clothes for Elizabeth Taylor 

full-skirted dresses with tiny waists and frilly 
blouses to point up the young star’s tiny waist. 
Soft and feminine—but beautifully fitted. 

‘Proper fitting is one of the most important 
things about clothes for adolescents,” she said 
emphatically. “No matter how young and simple 
they are in design.” 

‘Most teen-agers like quantity rather than 
quality, like lots of clothes rather than a few 
things which cost a great deal. But, no matter 
how much a girl pays for something, it must 
fit correctly. The hemline must be even—and 
the only sure way to get it so is to put the dress on 
and have someone measure the right distance 
from the floor with a ruler. And there is a law 
oe for the rest of the garment: Find the fine line 
between sloppiness and skin-tightness. Don’t fit 
your clothes until the seams scream when you 
bend over, but have them taken in until there 
is no surplus material to destroy the neatness of 
your line. 

“And when you buy a dress, too, remember 
that simplicity is the best course. If the manu- 
facturer has put a gaudy pin or a faney flower 
on an otherwise well-cut garment, take it off at 
once. Take off anything which is going to destroy 
the basic beauty of what you have purchased. 
Another point: Shoulder pads. Hollywood has 
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Kleenoff removes 
hard baked-on 
grease with ease 


From leading stores. in case of difficulty write :— 
MARTIN & ROBERTSON LTD., | 
329, Railway St., Vancouver, 6.4. 





given up the extreme shoulder which 
was popular a few years ago. But, 
at the same time, motion picture de- 
signers have not done away with pad- 
ding entirely. They realize, you see, 
that many people need a little lift to 
give them balance, and this still remains. 
It is, however, a softer line, a more 
feminine line. 

We asked Mrs. Rose about “problem 
figures,” about the girls who can’t walk 
into a size 10 and look wonderful. 

“What about the fat girl, the chunky 
girl who has not yet found her waist?” 

“That girl should stay away from 
skirts and blouses,” Mrs. Rose an- 
swered, “Alone, without a jacket, they 
are apt to make her look ‘tied-in-the- 
middle.’ For her, the shirtmaker dress 
is excellent—and she can wear it in any 
version, for any occasion. She should 
avoid sweaters, too, and wear blouses 
under her suits. Suits are also her meat, 
with boxy jackets and straight skirts, 
or easy-litting short jackets and slightly 
flared skirts. She should he careful 
always to have her skirt and jacket of 
the same material and color, as this will 
keep the long line which is slimming. 
Last, she must get over the idea that 
tight clothes will make her look small: 
they won’t. Her things should be 
fitted, yes, but a bit on the loose side.” 


The Tail and Thin 


“What about the very tall gal,” we 
asked, “the gal nearing six feet?” 

“That girl is the one who really gets 
a break,” Mrs. Rose replied. ‘*For she 
looks well in anything. The New Look 
is perfect for her, for instance. She can 
go to town with wide skirts and fancy 
blouses. She should watch for garments 
which widen, rather than those which 
slim. Her suits, for instance, should 
have yoke shoulders, to make a hori- 
zontal line at the throat. Peplums, too, 
are good for her. Should she wear high 
heels? Why not? I say Yes, unless 
she herself feels uncomfortable in them, 
or is dating someone much shorter.” 

“And then there’s the terribly thin 
girl, Mrs. Rose,” we said. “‘How about 
her?” 

**She’s another who gets a break these 
days,” we were told. ‘For with frilly 
blouses and full skirts she can camou- 
(lage her extreme thinness. She can 
wear, too, bulkier clothes than most 
girls: Big, belted coats, huge plaids, 
yards of material. And she, by the way, 
should keep her hair a tiny bit longer 
than the others. It will make her face 
seem fuller.” 

“Last, the girl you can barely find,” 
we said. “The big-as-a-minute girl.” 

“‘She is the one who should avoid any 
exaggeration,” Helen Rose answered. 
“The things she wants to wear, thinks 
she should wear, you see, are often the 
very worst things she could put on. 
Take tall hats, for instance: She buys 
a hat eight inches high and is sure that 
it gives her height. She forgets, how- 
ever, that the hat is so tremendous 
compared to her face that it throws her 
whole figure out of balance and makes 
her ridiculous. Or, she wears her hair 
long and bushy. That too is exactly 
the wrong thing for her: It drowns her 
features, muffles her shoulderline, takes 
away what little definiteness she has. 
The rule for her is, instead, the unclut- 
tered line and short hair. Simplicity 
is her watchword and, since her figure is 
childish, delicacy and femininity are her 
prerogatives.” + 


Ever since Eve there’s been 

only one right look .. . the look 

of a lovely woman. Just to touch 
Ardena Cleansing Cream and Ardena 


Skin Lotion is to know that you can only have 





incomparable results. Of course, Elizabeth Arden’s 

cleansing method leaves skin cleaner, fresher, softer. But it's 
worth a queen’s ransom to hear your friends say, “You've 
never looked lovelier!” . . . proof positive that Miss 
Arden's preparations have no rivals. So moderately 


priced, too. You need less to do more! 


Ardena Cleansing Cream, 1.25 to 7.00. Ardena Skin Lotion, 1.25 to 9.75 


Other exquisite Elizabeth Arden Essentials that help you 
attain the Arden Look: 


Ardena Special Astringent, 2.75 and 4.75. 
Ardena Orange Skin Cream, 1.25 to 9.50. 

Ardena Velva Cream, 1.25 te 7.00. 
Ardena Perfection Cream, 7.50 and 12.50. 


Ardena Ali-Day or Feather-Light Foundation 1.25. 
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Buy CHATELAINE 


HERE are two sections of a magazine really ;—that supplied 
by the editors and—the interesting and informative material 
also supplied by advertisers. You pay a portion of the cost 
of Chatelaine, the advertiser pays another portion. Your 
confidence in Chatelaine “editorial” pages naturally carries 





over to the advertising pages 


because Chatelaine accepts only worthy products and services. 


AUTOMOTIVE 


B. A. Service, Peerless Motor Oil 
Peerless Gasoline 

Ford 

Mercury 

Meteor 

Monarch 

Buick 

Chevrolet 

Oldsmobile 

Pontiac 


BUILDING MATERIALS AND 
EQUIPMENT 


Anaconda Copper and Brass 

Barrett Asphalt Shingles, Buiit-up Roofs 
and Rock Wool Insulation 

“B P” Asphalt Shingles, ““B P” Insul-Bric 
Siding and Insul Board 

Crane Fittings, Piping and Fixtures 

Hobbs Mirrors 

Masonite Presdwood 

Pilkingten Glass 

Trimz Ready-Pasted Wallpaper 


CIGARETTES AND ACCESSORIES 


Export Cigarettes 
Player’s Cigarettes 
Ronson Lighters 
Virginia Ovals Cigarettes 


CLOTHING AND DRY GOODS 


Beaudry Baby Pants 

Beauty Skin Panties, Slips, Vests, 
Love Lace Panties 

Bruck Fabrics 

Butterfly Hosiery 

Caldwell Linen Towels 

Canadian Farm Furs 

Cash’s Woven Names 

Cherne Coats 

Cherub Children’s Underwear 

C.L.L. Nylon 

Domil Fabrics 

Du-Val Handbags, Sportswear, Umbrellas 

E.T. Bras, Corsets and Suspants 

Fairway Sportswear 

Flash Fasteners 

Flexaire Bra and Flexees Foundations 

Gayla Hold-Bob Bobby Pins 

Goody Curlers and Combs 

Gordon Mackay Bonnie Tot Sox, 
Fabrics, Hosiery and Lingerie 

Gor-Ray Skirts and Slacks 

Gossard Foundations 

Gothic Brassieres 

Harris Tweed 

Helen Harper Sweaters 

Horrockses Cotton Fabrics 

Irish Linen Guild Handerchiefs 

Kenwood Blankets 

Kerner Dresses 

Kirby Beard Needles and Pins 

Kiever Kiad Dresses 

Kroy Unshrinkable Wools 

Lastex 

Lelong and Nuback Foundations 


and your trust is well justified, 


Lennard’s Underwear 

Mercury Nylon Hose 

Moderna Blankets 

Monarch Babyalls 

Monarch Knit Debutante Hosiery, Men’s Socks, 
Sweaters and Knitting Yarns 

Monglo Gloves 

Mossfield Blankets 

Nemo Foundation Garments 

Newlands Knitting Yarns 

Parisian Nature’s Rival Foundations, Warner’s 
A’Lure Bra, Chafeze and Sta-up-top Girdle 

Perma-Lift Brassieres 

Perrin Gloves 

P.K. Mothproof Wool 

P.K. Knitting Book 

Rainmaster Coats 

Ricky Formals 

Rosabelle Slips 

Rose Marie Reid Swim Suits 

Rose Marx Braz. 

Royal Seal Woollen and Worsted Fabrics 

Silknit Su-lette Slips 

Texmade Colonial Sheets 

Vineberg Sport Clothes 

Vinylite 

Viyella Flannel 

Viyella Wool Crepe 

Wabasso Cottons 

Welgroom Combs 


DRUGS AND TOILET GOODS 
BABY PRODUCTS 


Castoria 

Evenflo Nursers 

Johnson’s Baby Lotion 
Johnson’s Baby Oil and Powder 
Mennen Baby Oil and Powder 
Nestles Baby Hair Treatment 
Steedman’s Powders 


COSMETICS 
Elizabeth Arden 
Avon 

Harriet Hubbard Ayer 
Cashmere Bouquet 
Coty 

Dura-Gloss 
Dorothy Gray 
Helena Rubinstein 
Hinds 

Jergens 

Johnson’s 

Lady Esther 
Noxzema 
Woodbury 
Yardley 


DEODORANTS 


Arrid 
Odorono 
Veto 


DEPILATORIES 


Lanzette 


HAND LOTIONS AND CREAMS 


Campana’s Italian Baim 
Happy Hands 








Your purchases of Chatelaine products and services contribute 
to the continued progress of your magazine and your greater 
reading enjoyment. When you write to an advertiser, will you 
kindly mention Chatelaine. Following is a directory by classifi- 
cations of products and services advertised in Chatelaine during 
the past year and in this issue. As new advertisers come into 
Chatelaine, the directory will be republished from time to time. 


Hinds Honey and Almond Cream 
Jergens Lotion 
rrushay 


HAIR PREPARATIONS 
Elizabeth Arden 
Brownatone 

Halo 

Helene Curtis Shampoos 
Lovalon i 
Mary T. Goldman 
Nestles Colorinse 
Ogilvie Sisters 

Suave 


MEDICINAL CREAMS 
Mercolized Wax Cream 
Noxzema Skin Cream 
Saxolite Astringent 


PERFUMES, COLOGNES AND 
TOILET WATER 

Elizabeth Arden 

Bienaime 

Goya 

Guerlain 

Helena Rubinstein 

Yardley 


TOILET SOAPS ~ 


Elizabeth Arden 
Avon °* 

Harriet Hubbard Ayer 
Baby’s Own 
Cashmere Bouquet 
Helena Rubinstein 
Palmolive 


Woodbury 
Yardley 


PROPRIETARIES AND MISCELLANEOUS 
Absorbine Jr. 
Aspirin 

Band Aid 

Blue-Jay 

Colgate Dental Cream 
Eye-Gene 

Ipana Tooth Paste 
Ivy Dry 

Keystone Brushes 
Kleenex 

Kotex 

Listerine 

Lysol 

Mentholatum 

Midol 

Modess 

Moone’s Emerald Oil 
Murine 

Nature’s Remedy (NR) Tablets 
One-A-Day Vitamins 
Phillips Milk of Magnesia 
Polident 

Quest 

Rendell’s 

Dr. Scholl’s Zino Pads 
Skat 

Tampax 

Vaseline 

Vicks Vapo-rub 
Zonitors 
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Advertised Products 


SOFT DRINKS 


Canada Dry Ginger Ale 
Coca-Cola 
Pepsi-Cola 


INSURANCE 


Life Insurance Companies in Canada 
Metropolitan Life Insurance Co. 
Mutual Life Assurance Co. of Canada 


FOODS AND FOOD BEVERAGES 


Borden’s Eagle Brand Condensed Milk 
Burns Canned Meats 
Burns Sausage 
Campbell’s Soup 
Canada Corn Starch 
Carnation Milk 
Certo 
Chase & Sanborn Coffee 
Christie’s Ritz Crackers 
Coleman’s Mustard 
Cream of Wheat 
Crown Brand Corn Syrup 
Davis Gelatine 
Domestic Shortening 
E. D. Smith’s Tomato Ketchup 
E. D. Smith’s Tomato Paste 
Fleischman’s Fast Rising Yeast 
Fry’s Cocoa 
Heinz Baby Foods 
Heinz Soups 
Heinz 57 Varieties 
H.P. Sauce 
Huntley & Palmer’s Biscuits 
Ingersoll Cheese 
Jell-O 
Jell-O Puddings 
Jolly Time Popcorn 
Kam 
Keen’s Mustard 
Kellogg’s Rice Krispies 
Klik 
Kraft Dinner 
Kraft Miracle Whip 
Kraft Philadelphia Brand Cream Cheese 
Kraft Velveeta Cheese Food 
Lea & Perrins Sauce 
Magic Baking Powder 
Maple Leaf Cheese 
Maple Leaf Ham 
Maple Leaf Quick Serve Meais 
Maple Leaf Sausages and Bacon 
Maxwell House Coffee 
Nabob Coffee 
Niblet’s, Corn 
Paris Pate 
Peek Frean Biscuits 
Prem 
Quaker Muffets 
Quaker Oats 
Roval Puddings 
Shirriff’s Desserts 
Speef 
‘pork 
unkist Lemons 
wansdown Cake Flour 
wift’s Meat for Babies 
vift’s Meat for Juniors 
ift’s Premium Bacon 
ifs Premium Ham 
nder Leaf Tea 
best Pie Crust Mix 
ibest Quick Cake Mix 
3 Vegetable Juices 
n Camp’s Quick Meals 
in Camp’s Red Kidney Beans 
i-Tone 
eston’s Bread and Biscuits 
Vindsor Salt 
‘ork Canned Meats 
‘ork Frosted Fruits 


GARDEN NEEDS 


Dominion Seeds 

Dominion Seed House Seed and Nursery Book 
Green Cross Modern Pest Control 

Green Cross DDT Flower Spray 

Green Cross Weed-No-More 

Rain King Sprinklers 


HOUSE FURNITURE AND 
FURNISHINGS 


Bendix Washers 

Bissell Carpet Sweepers 

Canadian Beauty Automatic Irons 
Coffield Washers 

Congoleum Gold Seal Rugs 

Deilcraft Occasional Furniture 

Easy Washing Machines 

Electresteem Baby Chef 

Findlay Ranges 

Frigidaire 

General Electric Appliances 

General Electric Lamps 

General Steel Wares Cooking Utensils 
Gurney Electric Ranges 

Harding Carpets 

Hees Venetian Blinds 

Heirloom Chests 

Hoover Cleaners 

Ice and Ice Refrigerators 

Imperial Loyalist Furniture 

John Inglis Electric Equipment 
Knechtel Homewood Furniture 

Krene Plastic Fabrics 

Locomotive Electric Washers 

Locke Warm Morning Stove 
Marboleum 

Maytag Washers 

McClary Electric Refrigerators 
Monogram Decorative Crystal 
National Pressure Cooker and Canner 
Northern Electric Appliances 

Ozite Rug Cushion 

Presto Cooker 

Red Seal Chests 

Renfrew Electric Appliances 

Royal Brierley Crystal 

Shelley “Georgian” China 

Singer Sewing Machine 

Sovereign Pottery 

Spode Dinnerware 

Sunbeam Ironmaster 

Sunbeam Mixmaster £ 
Supreme Cooking Utensils 

Thor Laundry Equipment 

Vilas Furniture 

Vinylite ; 
Warm Morning Coal Heaters ; 
Way Sagless Mattresses 

Wear Ever Aluminum Utensils , 
Westinghouse Electric Appliances 


JEWELLERY AND SILVERWARE 


Birks Sterling 

Birks Challenger Watches 

Birks Diamonds 

Bulova Watches 

Coro Fashion Jewellery 

Community Silverplate da 
Cyma Watches , 
Fremes “Charme” Diamonds 

King’s Plate 

Orange Blossom Rings 

Wallace Sterling 


RADIOS 


General Electric 
Marconi 
Westinghouse 


SCHOOLS AND 
CORRESPONDENCE COURSES 


Alma College 

International Correspondence Schools 
Newspaper Institute of America 

Ontario Ladies College 

Royal Conservatory of Music of Toronto 
School of Speedwriting 


Shaw Schools 


SHOES AND LEATHER GOODS 


Blachford Shoes 

Capo British Military Polish 
Cat’s Paw Rubber Heels & Soles 
Gaytees 

Goodrich Footwear 
Hewetson Shoes 

Hodges Shoes 

McBrine Baggage 

Nugget Shoe Polish 

Savage Shoes 

Selby Shoes 


HOUSEKEEPER’S SUPPLIES 
AND SOAPS 


Appleford Food Saver Waxed Paper 
Bon Ami 

Brillo 

Capo Liquid Wax 

C.i.L. Nyion Bristied Brushes 

Dura Kleen 

Gillett’s Drain Cleaner 

Gillett’s Lye 

Geddard’s Plate Powder & Silver Polish 
Green Cross DDT Household Spray 
Johnson’s Waxes 

Johnson’s Glo-Coat Floor Polish 
Kleenoff 

Larvex 

Memba Seals 

Old Dutch Cleanser 
Old English Wax y 
Old Windsor Floor Wax 

Sani Flush 

Sealright Containers 

S.0.S. Magic Scouring Pads 

Vacu-Top Jars 

Viceroy Jar Rings | 


3-in-1 Oil 


STATIONERY 


Cameo Stationery 

Eaton, Crane & Pike Stationery 
Parker “51” Pens & Pencils 
Quink 

Regal Cards & Stationery 


TRAVEL AND HOTELS 


British Railways 

British Travel Association 

Canadian National Railways 

Canadian Pacific Railways 

Ontario Dept. of Travel & Publicity 
Trans-Canada Air Lines 


MISCELLANEOUS 


Brock’s Bird Seed 

Dominion Government Savings Bonds 
Eagle Lion Films 

Salvation Army 

United Emergency Fund for Britain 
Vinylite Plastics 
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“Now we'll live 
happily ever after!” 


Mr.: Having the ’flu is no picnic, heaven knows — but at least 
there's one good thing that’s going to come out of it! 


Mrs.: Look at the sunny side of life, I always say! What is this 
blessing that the little germs have brouglhit ? 


Mr.: A new idea that'll give us. Freedom from Worry. You see, 
last week when I was really sick, it started me thinking 
about my life insurance. 


Mrs.; You've still got it, haven't you? 


Mr.: Of course! But now I realize that our life insurance is so 
important that we should put it first in our budget. Then 
we can spend what's left of our income with a free mind. 


Mrs.: Sounds mighty sensible to me. And if it will help keep you 
from worrying about the future, I'll promise not to spend 
a nickel until after we've made those life insurance 
payments! 


Mr.: Good girl! Now how about another cup of coffee? 


Life Insurance 
Woman’s Way to Independence 


A message from the Life Insurance Companies in Canada and their agents. 
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that figure please . . . it is fifty dollars | 


a month which is about twelve dollars 
a week,” 

“With the Rothschilds, Disraeli, 
Pierpont Morgan and Henrv Ford at 
vour call why can’t you make it fifty 
times fifty with the greatest ease?” 

‘Because spirit simply doesn’t work 
thet way. At this moment I sit here 
talking with you as me. At message 


time | am not me but an instrument of 


the spirit.” 

“Ts Spiritualism advancing = in 
Canada?” 

*“No, I don’t believe it is. Our 
mediums are old or middle-aged. They 
are divided into two groups. We don’t 
impress the young folks. They demand 
as you demand... ‘why can’t you 
tell me the winner of tomorrow’s horse 
races? Come on give out. You read the 
future, now let’s see you read it in some 
way that’s worth while.’ We can’t do 
that... don’t even try to do that 

. so young people are not impressed. 
Thev’ve also read articles in many 
publications to say that we use cheap 
trickery; that any third-rate magician 
can do all we can do and do it with ten 
times our showmanship. Some say we 
prey on impressionable women who 
have been emotionally disturbed by the 
loss or absence of a child. Young people 
have read this, seen it in pictures, heard 
it in gossip. It has damaged us. You 
say you are writing a piece now. It will 
probably damage us further. Most of 
them do.” 

“You sound discouraged.” 

“Il am discouraged. We mediums have 
to throw out a feeling of the greatest 
possible confidence in ourselves and 
what we stand for but we seldom get 
encouragement.” 

You'll notice that this medium never 
made reference to the fact that she had 
brought me a message which, so far as | 
could figure out, could not have been 
done through trickery or advance 
knowledge. 

Every moment I kept expecting this 
disheartened dowager to regain her 
poise as the domineering daughter of 
fate and demand of me... “How 
could | a stranger have known about the 
three Johns? How could I have known 
you had a bearded grandfather named 
John, a rich uncle named John and a 
youngest son named John? Answer me! 
Speak up! You who heckle me and what 
I stand for. Explain this please! Did 
you tell me you were coming here in 
time for me to go to the bother and cost 
of looking up your background? Even 
if | did could I have got what I’ve just 
told you?” 

Sut no such questions were ever put, 
The medium apparently didn’t remem- 
ber what she’d said in the trance state. 

We parted ona rather depressing note, 
“Please be kindly; we spiritualists have 
had our troubles and we have made 
many mistakes. You could do much 
to help us.” 

No attempt has been made here to 
write a scientific article. Nothing I’ve 
done merits the word research. More 
than 90 per cent of what I saw and 
heard was negative but the residue was 
enough to make many of us ponder and 
puzzle ourselves. 

And _ besides, mystery and wonder 
make for a more interesting world, 
You'd be in an awful rut if you didn’t 
get baffled and mystified once in a 
while; now wouldn’t you? + 
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Training 
Jour 
iL) 


by ELIZABETH CHANT 
ROBERTSON M.D. 


A GOOD many mothers are too con- 
‘cerned about training their babies in 
toilet habits. Actually, a baby does a 
great deal of the training himself. As 
he gets older, he gradually learns how to 
control his bowels and bladder. You 
guide him, of course, but you'll get along 
better if you are not too strict and 
serious about it. 

Until quite recently, a mother was 
advised to start holding her baby over a 
chamber when he was a few months old. 
If he usually had his movement at a 
regular time this worked very well as 
far avoiding soiled diapers was con- 
cerned. However, a baby less than 
seven to nine months of age doesn’t 
connect the sensation he feels in his 
rectum with the passage of a movement 
and therefore you can’t really train him 
in bowel control before this age. 

When he is younger, you may catch 
ome of his movements which makes 

ou fee! you are teaching him. 
lly, you aren’t and you will be dis- 
ppointed later on, and it’s hard not to 
iow it. The psychologists tell us that 
yme babies are actually harmed by 
ery early attempts at training. So to 
ivoid such trouble you should delay 
starting until your baby can sit up 
steadily alone and until you have some 
intimation of when he is going to have a 
movement. Some babics have their 
movements at regular times—say 10 
minutes or so after their breakfasts 
which is very convenient. If you put 
such a baby on his toilet chair a few 


Artie 
oateu 


minutes before this time, the chances 
are that he will perform as desired. 
Say “toilet” when you put him on, so 
that he will connect this word with this 
activity, 

Other babies indicate either by some 
nolse Or action, such as a grunt, or by 
certain expressions on their faces when 
they are going to have a movement. By 
watching them and popping them on 
promptly you can begin your training. 

When your baby does have a move- 
ment when he is on his chair tell him 
casually that is what you wanted him 
to do. Too much praise, however, 
should be avoided. If your baby does 
not have a regular time and does not 
give you any warning of his impending 
movement, you had better put off 
starting your training until he does one 
of these‘things. You certainly shouldn't 
keep him on his chair for more than a 
few minutes and you shouldn’t put him 
on too often. If you do either of these 
things he will likely object which will 
upset your training program greatly. 
You don’t want to start him fighting 
against you. 


A SMALL toilet chair is more suitable 
for training than a small seat on a toilet, 
where he feels insecure and may be 
frightened by the flushings. It is also 
unwise to use suppositories, the tip of 
a rubber catheter, or the end of a 
thermometer to induce a movement. 
You don’t want him to develop the 
suppository habit or in 
be unable to have a movement without 
such a stimulus. Besides it arouses his 
interest in the anal region which is better 
avoided. Using a suppository for a few 
days in succession accomplishes nothing. 
Using them for longer periods may be 
habit forming. 

If he has a second movement during 
the day, it will be almost sure to occur 
at irregular times and you should not 
try to catch it. Not infrequently your 
training will progress very nicely until 
he is about 15 months old and then he 
will stop co-operating. This is because 
he is becoming more independent. Don’t 
let this make you mad. Let him alone 
for a while, he will come around again 
all right. A trip away from home or an 
attack of diarrhoea may put him off 
schedule for some time also. Be friendly 
Shaming or scolding won’t 


words to 


and casual, 
help at all. 

It is important to avoid hard move- 
ments or constipation. Hard move- 
ments hurt him when he passes them 
and he may be afraid to try to pass one 
the next day. If you see any indication 
that his movements are becoming hard 
give him extra prune juice or prune 
puree or more orange juice or a little 
milk of magnesia. If the trouble doesn’t 
clear up at once ask your physician’s 
advice. Don’t disgust 
either by word or action in regard to his 


register any 


movements. 

If vou avoid hard movements and if 
vou can keep your training program free 
of serious struggles he will largely train 
himself. Set battles are very bad. You 
gain nothing by them and he may 
object to everything as a result. Avoid 
them, especiaily in his second year. 

If he is unhappy—for instance if he is 
iealous of all the attention his baby 
sister is getting from you-—-he may 
backslide and soil himself again. What 
he needs here is more attention from 
you. If you give him this, he will soen 
come back to his normal routine. 
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When baby’s sobs mean 


“Childhood Constipation” 


».- give gentle Castoria! 


+= 


“lt’s the laxative made especially for infants and 


{\ /y~  children—again available in the Family-Size Bottle.” 


~ # 


HEN your baby is tearful 

and fussy ... when she 
sobs because of ‘‘Childhood 
Constipation” ... it’s wise to 
know what to do. Give her 
Castoria. 


And remember 


Thorough and effective —yet Bottle is back! 
so gentle, it won’t upset sensi- 
tive digestive systems. 


Made especially for children 
—contains no harsh drugs, 


will aia 
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not griping or 
comfort. 
So pleasant-tasting—children 


love it and take it gladly 
without any struggle. 


CASTOR 


The SAFE laxative 
made especially for children 


* Beas 


Get Castoria at your neigh- 
borhood drugstore today. 
Be sure to ask for the laxative 
made especially for children. 
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Cleaning the toilet bow! isn’t a 
stoop-and-scrub job any more! Just 
pour in Gillett’s Lye—full strength 
—and flush. Brown stains disappear. 
Toilet bowl is gleaming whive 
quicker than you can say “Gillett's 
is wonderful!” 

Make Giiiett’s vour handy helper 
for cleaning drains, cleaning greas; 
pans—all the dirty household jobs! 


Never dszolve fye @ bot water. The octior 
of bye Bself bects water. 





Gives 
more time 
for other things.. 


Ouick... 
Easy... 
Lasting... 


Goddards 
Silver Polish 


FAMOUS FOR OVER 100 YEARS 


Also SUVER WOOL SILVER CLOTHS 
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Ed.’s Note: Writer Morris says flor- 
ists themselves were first to tell her 
of high-schoolers’ foolish demand 
for high-priced corsages. We are 
glad to give our readers this 
point of view 
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Yes, to keep your baby smiling and 
Ve i happy, make sure the little system is 
l-turnec working just right. Avoid troubles at 
eet teething time by giving Steedman’s 
Powder. This famous English remedy 
uS 2 vorx Harrisor gently regulates the little system. 
Detrait, Micé. Keeps baby from being feverish and 
fretful. At your druggist's. 
Funerals Harrowing 
4 F j . . Mother praises 
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FREE BOOKLET 


“Hints to Mothers” 


Steedman's — “I 
have 7 children, 


Peter Dawidson’s article, ““I Plan My 


Own Funeral,” and artuy agree Wri h ‘ ~ 
‘ : «gt ond they have had . n an ae 
= = S iJ, > i, ; t. -2, 
i os ‘ € nothing but Steed- & Co., Dep ; ‘ 
= > i tiste St., 
‘ 3 oll ae man's while teeth- St. Jean Baptiste 
= ‘ eT oe ~~ me CSC ” Montreal. 
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vv . - - . Look for the double EE symool on toe paceage. 
ae ag tay “Bake good things the easy 
rooming houses and apartments Fe way,” Says Tilly Tilbest. 
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eer ee <-- atinn tha, | NEW SAXOLITE ASTRINGENT CREAM! 


By _ ; od . It not only gives more youthful appearance 
Sa Clr a by temporarily firming, tightening soft skin 


nes s cost th surface but likewise tends to close up pre- 
fs mature fine lines and wrinkles, subduing 


= a » anc the their prominence! The effect of this skin 

" S one of the f n- | surface tightening is thrilling! This cream 
wre! PLO . | dries smoothly and evenly, forming an ex- 
t ee " | cellent powder base, and makes soft skin 
e | surface of face and neck look and feel 
- ; re ¢ erately | Youthfully firmer! 
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You're in There Somewhere 
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afford 75c-a-lb. butter to women who 
can’t afford any at all. 

And somewhere in their reports to us 

our thinking is to be found, whether 
yu’re a councilor or not. 

Whai becomes of the ballots, once they 
ire returned to Chatelaine? 

First, each one is carefully read, for 
the “feeling” it gives and for special 
notes. They are then all packaged and 
sent to the Canadian Opinion Company, 
where each question is tabulated by 
machine for the “Yeses” and “Nos.” 
When this is completed, a_ detailed 
printed report is returned to Chatelaine. 
From this report, and from the informa- 
tion we have gleaned in reading the 
ballots ourselves, a Chatelaine feature 
story is written. 

But that is only the beginning. Once 
the story appears requests for reprints 
flood in. More than 4,000 reprints of 
our story on the High Cost of Milk were 
asked for. 

From our Kitchen report, published 
last year, a 28-page booklet entitled 
Step Inside 1,500 Canadian Kitchens, 
resulted. This report went to more than 
2,000 Canadian businessmen. Today, 
a year later, requests for this booklet 
from the United States and the United 
Kingdom are still being received. In 
addition, this same report is being used 
by our Home Planning Editor as a guide 
in an important series of articles on 
house planning. 

So when our Councilors fill out their 
ballots and return them to us, this is 
only the beginning. Their opinions are 
going to travel a long long way. 

What tvpe of ballot is most popular with 
Chaelaine Councilors? 

The ballot which touches most closely 
her own personal problems; problems of 
food and clothing; problems of behavior. 
For example, the ballots on High Cost 
of Milk, on Margarine and on Liquor in 
the Home, brought the highest returns. 

The most important angle of Chate- 
laine’s Consumer Council is the oppor- 
tunity it gives women to express their 
ideas in a truly representative way. In 
women’s groups and clubs there are 
usually a few leaders whose opinions are 
so strong, and who present them so 
forcefully that many others, with oppo- 
site viewpoints, never make them 
known. 

Our greatest strength lies in the fact 
that Chatelaine Councilors answer by 
ballot, and are free to speak their own 


Just the thing for 


DRY NOSE ¥' 


ut a little ‘Vaseline’ 
Petroleum Jelly in each 
nostril, then press nose gently. 
Result—dryness eased, irritation 
soothed — nose feels right again. 
Try it and see! 

FIRST AED for head 

colds, sore throat, 

cuts, burns, bruises and 
101 other home uses. 
Jars 15¢, 20¢ and 30¢. 
Tubes 20¢, 25¢ and 30¢. 








minds, without stress of outside influ- 
ence, Their names, of course, are never 
divulged, 

rhe promptness in replying, and the 
conscientious interest with which our 
Councilors seem to regard their role is 
gratifying. The asides, the personal 
comments also bring us very close to 
them. One Councilor asked, “I and my 
family don’t always agree on the answers 
to the questions. Which do you want 

my opinion or the whole family’s?” 
Our answer to that was, of course, hers. 

Another Councilor wrote, “What am 
! to do, I never see my ballot? When 
it arrives my husband opens it, answers 
and mails it before I even know it has 
arrived,” 

If a Councilor misses sending in a 
ballot she frequently sends in an explana- 
tion such as this, “Sorry I missed send- 
ing in my ballot last month, but I was in 
the hospital awaiting a baby daughter.” 

One note startled Chatelaine editors 
a little, and made the Councilor laugh 
at herself, after it was all over. She 
wrote, “I got my ballot just before 
leaving for the hospital. I’ve filled it 
out and it’s in the drawer beside my 
bed. I’m just going into the operating 
room, so for goodness sake, if I don’t 
come out send someone for the ballot.” 

How did we get our Councilors? 

We had three sources. The first 
women interested in the consumer view- 
point who had worked with the editor 
of Chatelaine during war years. 

Our second source was Chatelaine’s 
Institute Consulting Board which was 
merged with the Council. We brought 
our strength up to 2,000 by writing to 
Chatelaine subscribers of several years 
standing. 

We now havea fourth source. Chate- 
laine readers who write to us asking if 
they may become members. 

A small percentage of the Council 
changes because of illness or removal 
to the U. S. or England, so we are 
constantly on the alert for new members 
to enable us to keep the Council properly 
balanced at all times. 

So far, some of our Chatelaine editors | 
have met, personally, about 25% of our 
members. Meeting Councilors has been 
an interesting and heart-warming ex- 
perience. All of them are lively and 
keen and, we think, very charming. We 
like our Councilors so much that it is 
our ambition to meet them all some day, 
even to the one Councilor in the Yukon 
Territory. But whether we have met 
them or not, all our Councilors have 
become very real to us. 





Pattern Descriptions 


2710—Teen-age skirt and weskit in sizes 10, 
12. 14, 16. Size 12, Skirt: 3% of 35” material 
with nap; 3% of 35”; 2% of 39”; 2 of 54”. 
Weskit: 1% of 35” material with or without 
nap; 1 of 39”; 5% of 54”. Price 25c. 


2712—Teen-age blouse in sizes 10, 12, 14, 16. 
Size 12: 2 of 35” or 39”; 1% of 54”. Price 25c. 


2695—Teen-age one-piece dress in sizes 10, 
12. 14, 16. Size 12: 3% of 35”; 3% of 39”; 2% 
of 41”: 21 of 54”. Yoke and bow trims: 2 yards 


of 5s” width ribbon, Price 25c. 


2583—Teen-age biouse in sizes 10, 12, 14, 16. 
Size 12: % of 35”; 2 of 39” or 41”. Contrasting 
collar: “« of 35” or 39”. Price 25c. 

2609—Teen-age skirt in waist sizes 24, 25, 
26, 28. Size 25: 3% of 35°; 3% of 39”; 2% of 
54”. Price 25c. 

and separate bolero 

Size 12: 3% of 35”; 
Price 25c. 


2711—Teen-age skirt 
in sizes 10, 12, 14, 16. 
3% of 39”; 2% of 54”. 

Simplicity Patterns may be obtained from 
your local dealer, or by mail through the 
Pattern Department of Chatelaine Magazine, | 
481 University Avenue, Toronto, | 
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Tut! Tut!... 
But it’s built to last! 


We know the “400” by Way 
Sagless will take more than 
ordinary wear. Its comfort con- 
struction is ‘‘torture-tested.”” Mat- 
erials are top quality. Coverings 
are beautiful. Price is remarkable 
value: *$65.00. Two lower priced 
companions: the 300” at *$55.00; 
the "200" at *$45.00. All three 
mattresses in three standard sizes. 


*Prices slightly higher in Eastern and 
Western Canada. Matching box springs 


it’s the “400” by 
WAN 
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LL SAY! 


- »« « and Mommie says 
Nestle Baby Hair 
Treatment deserves 
all the credit!"’ 


Mothers—here'’s your chance 
to help give your own baby 


beautiful curls and_ ringlets. 
Start using Nestle Baby Hair 
Treatment today. You'll be 


thrilled when you see the eye- 
catching curls and ringlets it 
helps to bring to baby’s head. 


e Easy to use—gentle—created 
especially for baby’s fine hair. 


® Makes hair look thicker, too. 


e Used for over 35 years by thou- 
sands of mothers all over the 
country. 


¢ Awarded the famous Seal of Com- 
mendation from Parents’ Magazine. 





At drug, dept. stores, baby and beauty 
shops. If unable to buy locally . .. 


MAIL THIS COUPON TODAY 


Nestle-LeMur Co., Canada Ltd., 680 King St. W., ! 






os Toronto, Ont. 

{| Send me (tax and postage prepaid) bottle of | 

| Nestle Baby Hair Treatment and your FREE book- 
let ‘‘Curls for your Baby’. I'm enclosing $1.25. | 
BABY HAIR | PD. ch-rennd su rcosabantababesevessessbactens | 
| Vise cedccatsaewbcadeasenénesenne es | 
TREATMENT | ORT ud vce soe bss ik naaeee Prov. ne-4 | 
Dae 
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This is the first issue of Chatelaine 
our editorial home base. The new plant was recently honored by a visit 


from Governor-General and Lady Alexander. It was the first time 


Their Excellencies had ever toured a print 
rapid fire of questions. As he is an artist himself, the Governor-Genera 
was particularly interested in t iz 
the processes by which they were being reproduced. Lady Alexande: 
showed a keen interest in the ultramodern equipment — particularly 

handsomely fitted cafeteria. 
Hunter, is standing between Thei 


. . l . ty ee 
Howse, vice-president, explains the intricacies of a folding machine. 
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We're all in a festive mood around when you drop in from anywhere. 
here because once again a Chatelaine 
writer has carried off the Memorial 
Award of the Canadian Women’s Press 
Club for the best news story of the vear. 
The winner—Lotta Dempsey, our fea- 
ture editor. The story that won out over 
all others—* We the People Versus the 
Sex Criminal” published in this maga- 
zine last January. A gold medal and a 
cheque for $100 will be presented to 
Miss Dempsey at the Triennial Conven- 
tion of the Canadian Women’s Press 


Club in Vancouver next June. 


Chatelaine editorial ollices have 
seemed a little like the wait ng 
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her career as a high-style model, tl 
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Vould You Di 
Canada? 


(Well... would you live for her?) 





An Editorial by 
Byrne Hope Sanders 


T’S EASY enough to speak of dying for one’s country: 
especially from a platform, with an emotional tremolo in the 
voice. 

Listening to the Tremolo the other night, I wondered how 
many of us sitting comfortably in the audience would, if we 
were put to the test, actually offer to die for our country? 

Searching my own mind, I decided that in all probability, I 
wouldn’t. What about you? 

If you’re like me, you'll share my startled thoughts. If on the 
other hand you would die for your country—have you figured 
out just what you would be giving your life for? 

It’s an important question to think about, at the beginning 
of the fourth year of peace. For whether we believe we would, or 
would not, die for our country, we’ve got a herculean job ahead 
in living for it. Only if we face that job with our best energy and 
imagination, can we dare think about our Dead, next November 
11—for even two minutes. 


WHAT IS our Country? 

Its real meaning, I think, lies buried in another cliche—“‘our 
way of life.” It is concerned with the way our family lives; 
the way we go to church; the way we run our government; the 
way we make our life mean something good. 

The ideals it 


represents are what men have believed worth dying for. 


Yes—that’s what makes life worth living. 


We who have our Country and all it means, because they died 
for it, must learn how to live for it. Else their deaths will 
mean nothing. 

WE BEGIN to live for it when we really try to think forcefully 
and positively about what makes our country so tremendous a 
force in our lives. 

We must give back to it, the things it needs for its strength; 
rather than just taking from it all the time. 

We make our country come alive when we know in our own 
hearts and minds, the stand she takes on the controversial 
issues rocking the world today. For we, her people, with our 
voles, our actions and our beliefs must answer for this stand 
our country takes. 

We make our country mean something when we encourage 
its creative artists with our interest and our dollars. When we 
take definite action to keep our young people in Canada. When 
we see that our children know something of the men and women 
who make Canada great—yesterday and today. When we use 
our vote. When we try to build into our own individual way of 
life the principles which build the way of life our nation 


expresses, 


DYING FOR one’s country is a noble death. Living for one’s 
country is a noble life—and perhaps, more difficult of achieve- 
ment, 
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FOR FINER FOOD FLAVOURING 
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COULD anything be so dull as food without salt? 
Lacking that one small ingredient, even the flavour 
of a choice sizzling steak or steaming baked potatoes 
is indistinct and “blurry”, like a picture out of focus. 
Then... the magic pinch of salt! And in a flash, 
every hidden particle of enticing flavour springs into 
focus, keen and tantalizing, to whet your appetite! 

Salt makes all the difference in the world to any 
food. Realizing this, Canadian cooks for three gener- 
ations have preferred WINDSOR 
salt, in the kitchen and on the table, 
for its crystal purity ...its flavour- 
enhancing qualities. 

All you could ask for in salt... 
you'll find in WINDSOR. Look for 
this smart red-white-and-blue pack- 
age at your dealer’s—it’s WINDSOR 
the free-running salt that will focus the 
fine flavour of every food you serve! 
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Yb minded OF SUPERB MUSIC 


ON A SINGLE RECORD 


Think of it —- 45 minutes of superb music on one VINYLITE record! 


Columbia's amazing Long Playing Microgroove Records are made only on VINYLITE, and represent 


the most significant advance in the development of recording techniques 


And why VINYLITE? Because VINYLITE doesn't scratch, break or warp... because VINYLITE gives 


you better reproduction, higher fidelity, longer wear, truer tone . . . beeause VINYLITE practically 
eliminates surface sounds . . . and gives you 40, lower cost per playing minute! 


This is only one of the many ways in which VINYLITE helps 
better your standard of living. 


See your Columbia dealer for full information on = the 
startling new “L P° Microgroove RKeeords and Players. 
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CANADIAN RESINS AND CHEMICALS LIMITED 


Montreal, Que. Toronto, Ont. 








